This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of
to make the world’s books discoverable online.

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was nevel
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domair
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that’s often difficult to discover.

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book’s long journey fro
publisher to a library and finally to you.

Usage guidelines

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belon
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have take
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying.

We also ask that you:

+ Make non-commercial use of the fild&e designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these fil
personal, non-commercial purposes.

+ Refrain from automated queryirigo not send automated queries of any sort to Google’s system: If you are conducting research on m:
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encc
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help.

+ Maintain attributionThe Google “watermark” you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping ther
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it.

+ Keep it legalWhatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume |
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can’t offer guidance on whether any specific
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book’s appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in al
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe.

About Google Book Search

Google’s mission is to organize the world’s information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps
discover the world’s books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on
athttp://books.google.com/ |



http://books.google.com/books?id=2e1-7KmnH4QC&ie=ISO-8859-1&output=pdf










From the Ewald Fliigel Library










' EWALD FLUGEL

! PALO ALTO.CAL.

COLLECTION

OF

BRITISH AUTHORS.

VOL. 725.

JOHN LAW BY WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH.

IN TWO VOLUMES.
VOL. IIL






JOHN LAW

THE PROJECTOR.

BY

WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH.
COPYRIGHT EDITION.

IN TWO VOLUMES.
VOL. II.

X1

LEIPZIG
BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ .
1864,

".—(/ .
The Right of Translation is reserved.



228716



CONTENTS

OF VOLUME IL

BOOK 1IV. Page
THE COMPAGNIE D'OCCIDENT . . . 1
(Continued.)
VIL

How Captain de Mille and M. Nicoméde Cossard came to an
Understanding o . . B . . . . . . 8

VIIL
‘What passed between M. Laborde and Lady Catherine Law . . 9
' IX.
How Evelyn became a Speculator e e e e e e . 17
X.
Advice from & Woman ofthe World . . . . . . . 26
XL '
Of the Congratulatory Visit paid by the Regent to Lady Catherine
Law . . . . . . . . . . o . 31
BOOK V.
LA RUE QUINCAMPOIX . . . . 89
I
The Young King and his Governor . . . . . e . 41
II.

The Mississippians . . . . . . . . . [



VI CONTENTS OF VOLUME II

III.
" Law’s Vast Possessions . o, . . . . . . .
Iv. :
A Couple of Old Acquaintantes . . . . . . . .
) V.
How Mr. Law engaged a New Coach . . . . . .
VI
More Old Acquaintances . . . . e . . . .
VII.
The Earl of Islay and Lord Belhaven . . e o e e .
VIII.
The Hbtel de Louisiane . s & e e e e . e
X,
Rooks and Pigeons . . . . . . . . . .
X.
A few Groups in the B.ue. Quincampoix . . . . . .
XI.
Of the Ovation received by Law . . . . . . . .
XII.
‘What passed between the Young King and Mademoiselle Law .
BOOK VL
THE COMPTROLLER-GENERAL . . .
L
The Realisers e e e e e e e e e e
1.
How Law became a Convert to the Faith of Rome . . . .
III.
Of the Quarrel between Law and the Earl of Stair . o . .
Iv.
How Specie was proscribed by Law . . . B . . .
V.
The Bandoliers of the Mississippi o . . . . . .
VL.

In which Cossard makes a Confidential Communication to Laborde

Page
58

67

70

77

95

107

115

119

127

129

136

148

151

160



CONTENTS OF VOLUME II v

BOOK VIL Page
THE COMTE DE HORN . . . . 167
L

How the Comte de Horn and his Friends became embarrassed; and
in what way their Funds were recruited . . . . . 169

II.
The Fair of Saint-Germajfn . . . . . . . . . 174
III.
M.deMachault . . . . . . . . . . . 182
Iv.
M. de Lacroix . . . . . . . . . . . 185
V.
TheEpéedeBois . . . . . . . .+ « .« . 18
VI
The Porter of the Halle . . . . . . . . . 199
V11
How the Regent refused to commute the Comte de Horn's Sentence 205
vix

How the Prince de Montmorency and the Maréchal D'Isinghien had
an Interview with the Comte de Horn in the Grand Chatelet . 212

IX.
Of the last Interview between Laborde and hisSon'. . . . 216

X.
The Curé de Saint Paul e« e & a4 e« e« .. 22

XI.
How a Change was wrought in De Mille . . . . . . 237

ThePlacede Grdve . . .« « « o o+ « o o« 281

BOOK VIIL
THE DOWNFAL OF THE SYSTEM . . 239

. L
How the Mississippians were driven from the Rue Quincampolx . W\



VI CONTENTS OF VOLUME II.

II. Page

The Fatal Edict . . . . . . . . . . . 244
I

AnEmeute . . . . .+ .« « « e« « o . 252
IV.

How Law’s Carriage was demolished . . . . . . . 257
V.

How the Parliament was exiled to Pontoise . . . . . 259
VL

The Convent of the Capucines . . . . . . . . 267

VIL
How Law resigned his Functions N . . . . . N 279

VIIL
How Law announced his Departure to his Family . . . . 286

IX.
How Law took a Last Survey of his House . . . . . 290

X.
A Grateful Servant e e e e e . W .« . 298

XI.
TheDeparture . . . .« .« .+ « « + <« o 201

L'Envoy . « e o . . . . . o . . . 803



JOHN LAW.

BOOK IV.

THE COMPAGNIE D'OCCIDENT.

(coxTINUED.)

John Law. II.






-
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How Captain De Mille and M. Nicoméde Cossard u}n'e‘ :59:3\1: Under-

standing. 2 ,=’“"

No one who witnessed the occurrence just related

was more painfully affected by it than Evelyn Hafbom:t,,

After watching the brave old soldier march out &~

prison, he threw himself into a chair, and for a short -
time was lost in painful thought. He was roused by
loud laughter, which sounded discordantly in his ears,

. and looking in the direction whence it proceeded, his

eye fell upon Cossard.

As may be imagined, the wealthy director, who
had robbed him of her he loved best, was an object of
extraordinary aversion to Evelyn, and whenever they
met the young man had to put strong constraint upon
himself to avoid insulting his rival. On his part,
Cossard detested Evelyn quite as much as Evelyn de-
tested him, but he was far too careful of his personal
safety to hazard a quarrel. He abominated duelling,
and so pacific was his disposition that it may be ques-
tioned whether a coup de béton or even a coup de
pied would have caused him to fight.

Of' course, Cossard was quite aware that an at-

tachment had subsisted between his promised bride
AR
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and Evelyn, and he more than suspected that she still
cherished a regard for her former lover, but he did
not give hlmse]} much anxiety on this score, as he

had no fear-o¥. Tdsmg her. Colombe avoided him as
much as pesslble, and never would be alone with him,
and her- Jéportment towards him was such that it was
1mposuxh1§, notwithstanding his self-esteem, that he
cotld flatter himself that she loved him. But this did
et trouble him more than her suspected attachment

- 4. Evelyn.

U+ It was not Cossards fault, and certainly not
** Laborde’s, that the marriage had not taken place long
ago. But owing to ome circumstance or other it had
been constantly delayed, and even now no day was
. fixed for the ceremony. Colombe had always a fresh
excuse for its postponement, and though her father's
patience was nearly worn out by her foolish whims, as
he termed them, he was obliged to yield. Had he not
been greatly engrossed at the time by the affairs of
the Compagnie d’Occident, he might not have been so
good natured. Meantime, Cossard was assiduous in
his attentions, and strove to win the favour of his in-
tended bride by magnificent presents. He was con-
tinually sending her diamond rings, necklaces, and
bracelets, with other costly ornaments, none of which,
even at her father's instance, could she be induced to
wear. Indeed, it was with great reluctance that she
accepted them. These presents, however, gave great
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delight to little Catherine Law, who was never tired
of examining them, and she declared that Colombe’s
diamonds were much handsomer than her mamma's.
. 'We must not omit to mention that, although Colombe
had found it absolutely impossible to conquer her
attachment to Evelyn, she had never exchanged a
word with him in private, nor had any letters passed
between them. They met occasionally in society, but
that was all.

Such was the actual state of affairs between the
rivals when they met in the”Café Procope on the day
in question.

‘While glancing at Cossard, Evelyn for the first
time noticed De Mille, and at once recognised him,
but almost doubting the evidence of his senses, he got
up and drew a little nearer to the table to make sure
he was not mistaken.

“Is that a friend of yours, mon cher?” said the
Comte de Horn to De Mille. “He stares very hard -
at you.”

Surveying Evelyn impertinently from head to foot,
De Mille replied,

“No, I have not the honour of his acquaintance.”

“He is an Englishman, named Harcourt,” whispered
Cossard. “Don’t provoke him. He is apt to be quarrel-
some.” o
“Ah, is he so?” cried De Mille. “Then he is
fortunate in meeting with one who i3 & Ay a
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quarrel as himself. Permit me to remark, sir,” he
added to Evelyn, “that I find your manner of looking
at me offensive — excessively offensive — and I
must beg you to desist, and relieve us from your .
presence.”

“Pray do not let there be any misunderstanding
between you, messieurs,” interposed Cossard. “Clearly
there is some mistake, which I may be able to rectify.
Possibly you may not be aware, M. Harcourt, of the
rank and position of these gentlemen, and therefore
I will take leave to mention that this is the Comte
de Horn, this the Chevalier d'Etampes, and this
gentleman, whom you have been looking at, is Captain
De Mille.”

“We have all just arrived from Brussels,” observed
the Comte de Horn. “And I scarcely think M. Har-
court can have seen any of us before.”

. “It is very strange,” thought Evelyn, staggered.
“The face, the figure, the voice, the manner are all
the same as Raoul Laborde’s. And yet if it were he,
he would not be here with Cossard. I am now sen-
sible of my error,” he added, aloud; “but I took Cap-
tain De Mille for another person whom he strongly
resembles.”

“Ha! ha! there are a great many curious resem-
blances,” laughed Cossard. “I have frequently been
mistaken for somebody else, myself. Captain De Mille,
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I am quite sure, will be satisfied with the explanation.
Pray sit down, M. Harcourt.”

Evelyn, however, declined, and bowing somewhat
haughtily to the young men, who returned his salutation
in the same stately way, he moved off, and presently
left the café.

“Why the devil did you interfere, M. Cossard?”
observed De Mille, as soon as Evelyn was gone. “That
cursed puppy ought to have had his ears cropped for
his impertinence.”

“If you are bent upon fighting him, you will
eagily find an opportunity of doing so,” returned the
other. “But I do not desire to be mixed up in a
duel.”

“Pardieu! I shan’t be easy till I have settled ac-
counts with him,” said De Mille.

“I should be sorry to hinder you,” rejoined Cos-
sard. “Between ourselves, this young Englishman is
personally disagreeable to me. I'll tell you why, on
some other occasion.”

“I'm already in the secret,” said De Mille. “M.
Laborde gave me a hint just now. Step this way, sir,”
he added, taking Cossard aside. “TUnless that young
man is removed, Mademoiselle Laborde will never be
yours. He is a more serious obstacle in your path
than you imagine.”

“There may be some truth in what you say,” re-
joined Cossard, carelessly. ‘“I never viewed the mattes
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in that light. 8till, I must own that circumstances
seem to bear you out.”

“I have it from M. Laborde, who must know,”
remarked De Mille. “This young Harcourt is the
great bar to your union with Mademoiselle Laborde.”

“Deuce take him! I wish he were back in Eng-
land,” cried Cossard.

“He may go there, and take your intended bride
with him,” said De Mille.

“Sacrebleu! that mustn’t be.”

“Of course not. You won't fight him, I suppose.”

“My position won't allow me. Besides, I have a
vow against duelling.”

“Then I am your man. I'll fight him for you.
And, what is more, I'll kill him,” said De Mille.

“Stay!"” exclaimed Cossard. “I have a better plan
than that. We'll ruin him. I'll show you how to do
it, and make your own fortune at the same time.”

“A merveille!” exclaimed De Mille. “That plan
is infinitely preferable to the other. Count upon me.
There’s my hand.”
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VIIL

‘What passed between M. Laborde and Lady Catherine Law.

CoroMsE and little Kate were alone together in a
room opening upon the charming garden at the back
of the Hétel Law, when M.Laborde came in, carrying
a red velvet écrin, which instantly attracted the at-
tention of the younger lady.

“Bonjour, M. Laborde!” she cried, saluting him.
“I see you have brought Colombe something pretty
from M. Cossard.”

“How do you know that, mademoiselle?” he re-
joined. “Perhaps I have brought a present for you.”

“Oh no! I'm sure you have not; but do let me
look at it. Oh! how very beautiful!” she exclaimed,
as he opened the casket, and displayed its contents to
her admiring gaze. “Do look here, Colombe! Here
is the loveliest pearl necklace you ever beheld. Let
me show it to her,” she added, snatching the box from
Laborde, and taking it to Colombe. “Isn’t it ex-
quisite? Aren’t you very much obliged to your dear
Nicoméde? And won't you do him the favour to wear
it?” she added, roguishly.

“Put it down, darling, please,” remarked Colombe,
without bestowing a look at the necklace, which really
deserved the praise lavished on it by little Kate.
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“Have you brought anything else, M. Laborde?”
inquired Kate, as she complied with the request.

“What more would you have?” he returned. “A
necklace like that, which cost two thousand livres, is
enough for one day. But if Colombe has a fancy for
any other ornament, M. Cossard’ will be enchanted to
send it her.”

“What a delightful man he is!” exclaimed Kate.
“But, unluckily, all his presents are thrown away upon
Colombe, for she won't look at any of them. Do just
try on this necklace?” she added, in a coaxing tome.
“I'm sure it will become you so much.”

“Pray don’t ask me, child. I won't touch it.
If you think the necklace pretty, you are welcome
to it.”

“No, no, you mustn’t part with it! — must she,
M. Laborde?”

“What folly is this, Colombe?” cried Laborde.
“M. Cossard will naturally be offended if he hears
what little store you set upon his gifts. His great
desire is to please you.”

“Then let him cease to make me presents,” re-
joined Colombe. “Instead of gratifying me, they cause
me annoyance.”

“Cause you ammoyance, Colombe!” cried Kate.
“Oh! that is impossible. Mamma says M. Cossard has
most exquisite taste in jewels. She admires everything
be has sent you, diamonds, lace, and dresses. She
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was talking to papa only yesterday abcut your magni-
ficent veil, and asking him to buy her one like it.”

“I wish I might give her mine,” said Colombe. .
“I shall never wear it.”

“Oh yes!” cried Kate. “You will wear it on your
wedding-day.”

“You are right, my dear,” observed Laborde. “It
is meant for that happy occasion.”

“Happy occasion!” mentally ejaculated Colombe.
“To me it will be the most wretched day of my life.
I cannot think of it without horror.”

“You don’t like to talk of your marriage, I know,
Colombe, so I won't teaze you any more about it,”
said Kate. “I only wish, for your sake, that M. Cos-
sard were half as nice as his presents. I'll come back

in a moment.”

And she quitted the room.

“Come and sit down beside me, Colombe,” said
her father, as soon as they were alone. “I must chide
you for your silly conduct. You make it evident to
all, even to that child, that you dislike your intended
husband. As you cannot retract the promise you have
given him, such a display of repugnance is exceed-
ingly indiscreet.”

“I cannot help it, papa. I have promised to marry
M. Cossard, and I will marry him. But I can't pretend
to like him. Pray don’t let him send me any more

presents.”



12 JOHN LAW.

“Nonsense, child, I éan’'t prevent him. You are
the first woman I ever heard of who made such an
absurd request. Cossard is generous as a prince, and
I wouldn't for the world hurt him by hinting that his
presents are not acceptable. But a truce to this. I
have disagreeable news for you. 'Whom do you think
I met yesterday at the Café Procope?”

“Not Raoul, I hope?” she cried.

“You have guessed right — ’twas he. To my in-
finite surprise and annoyance I found him seated with
Cossard, who, however, is ignorant of his real name,
and I hope will remain so. Raoul now calls himself
Captain de Mille, and, if he is to be believed, is an
officer of cavalry in the Austrian service. The Regent,
it appears, has removed the prohibition against his
return to Paris, and given him a safeguard against
arrest by the police. I wish I could add that he is
improved in character as in position. He looks well
enough, is richly dressed, and has for companions two
young men of rank, the Comte de Horn and the
Chevalier d'Etampes — but, like Raoul himself, they
have both a dissolute air.”

“Had you any private conversation with Raoul,
papa?” asked Colombe.

“Not much, but enough to convince me he is un-
changed. During the brief interview I had with him,
his sole object was to extort money from me, and were
T weak enough to yield, as I once did, his demands
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would increase. 'What sin have I committed,” he
added, with a groan, ‘“that I should be cursed with
such a son? He has been the bane of my life, and
now that I have raised myself from the miserable con-
dition in which he plunged me by his mfamons con-
duct, he comes to destroy my peace!”

And he turned away, and buried his face in_ his
hands.

After a pause he added, in a voice of anguish,
“The unnatural wretch will bring shame and sorrow
upon me. He has already broken his mother's heart,
and he will break mine.”

“Be comforted, father, and think no more of him.
It is well for us that he has changed his name.”

“Better if he had changed his nature,” cried La-
borde, “but the Ethiop might as well seek to alter his
hue as Raoul to become honest. He has fastened him-
self upon Cossard, and, like a blood-sucker, will not
drop off till the veins of his victim are emptied.”

“If you really believe this, father, it is your duty
to warn M. Cossard,” said Colombe. “If you do not
like the task, leave it to me.”

“No, no — not yet,” cried Laborde, hastily.
“When you are married you can tell all to your hus-
band.”

“But M. Cossard ought to know it now,” said
Colombe.

“I peremptorily forbid you to speak to him on
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the subject,” cried her father. “Colombe, there must
be no further delay in your marriage. Raoul's reap-
pearance renders this necessary. When you are settled,
I shall feel easy.”

Before Colombe could return an answer, a lacquey
in a rich livery entered, and told Laborde that Lady
Catherine Law would be glad to speak with him. On
this, Laborde arose, and bidding his daughter think
over what he had said to her, he followed the lacquey
to a large and superbly-furnished salon, in which he
found Lady Catherine alone.

Her ladyship, as we have already mentioned, still
retained her good looks, and full effect was given to
her stately and imposing figure by the magnificent
attire in which she was arrayed. She did not rise on
Laborde's entrance, but received him graciously, yet
with a certain distance and haughtiness.

“I have sent for you, M. Laborde,” she observed,
“because I have a few words to say in reference to
Colombe. You know how fondly attached I am to her.
It is not saying too much to assert that I love her as
well as my own daughter.”

“Your ladyship need not give me that assurance,’
said Laborde, who did not like this commencement,
and suspected what was coming. “You have fully
proved it.”

“T am about to prove it more strongly now,” rejoined
Lady Catherine. “The marriage agreed upon between

i
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Colombe and M. Cossard offers some advantages, but
I begin to think it ought not to take place.”

“Ah! now it comes,” thought Laborde. “Even if
I concurred with your ladyship in opinion — and I am
obliged to differ from you — the affair has proceeded
too far to be broken off,” he added, aloud. “I cannot,
in honour, retreat.”

“I see the difficulty, but, where Colombe’s hap-
piness is at stake, no other consideration ought to
have weight. She has made no complaint to me, but
I am sure she suffers greatly, and I am equally sure
her recent illness is attributable to this cause. You
cannot desire to force her inclinations, and make her
miserable.”

“Certainly not, miladi,” replied Laborde. “I am
satisfied I am promoting her happiness by giving her_
to a worthy man, and I am supported in my opinion
by M. Law, who highly approves the match, and has
more than once told me that I may esteem myself
singularly fortunate in marrying my daughter so
well.”

“I am quite aware that my husband approves the
match,” returned Lady Catherine, ‘“and so should I,
if I thought Colombe would be happy — but I do
not. You must give her another month’s respite, M.
Laborde.”

“I7don’t see how I can do so, miladi. M. Cossard
is growing impatient. Indeed, for many reasons, I am
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anxious to hasten on the marriage rather than dela.y it.
I have just told Colombe so.”

“M. Laborde,” said Lady Catherine, “the marriage
must be postponed for a month.”

“Impossible, miladi.”

“But I say it must,” she rejoined, in a tone that
did not admit of dispute. “During that time I will
exert all the influence I possess over Colombe to re-
concile her to the match.”

“I am under too many obligations to your ladyship
to refuse any request you may make of me,” replied
Laborde, “but I fear Colombe will be just as reluctant
to fulfil her engagement a month hence as she is
now.”

“I think I can promise that she will be prepared
to obey you,” rejoined Lady Catherine. “But you
must be aware that her heart has been given to
another.”

“I hoped she had long since conquered her sﬂly
passion for Evelyn Harcourt,” said Laborde.

“She has striven hard to do so, but unsuccessfully,”
replied Lady Catherine. ‘“Tell me, M. Laborde, what
is your objection to that young man?”

“I have no particular objection to him, miladi,
except that he is poor.”

“But you are rich enough to make your daughter
happy by giving her to the only person she can
love?”
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“My word is pledged to M. Cossard, and is ir-
revocable. But even if this engagement did not sub-
sist, I would not give my daughter to Evelyn Harcourt.
I accede to your ladyship’s request to postpone the
marriage for a month, but, at the expiration of that
time, it must take place, and I rely upon your kind
promise to prepare Colombe for it.”

‘With this he bowed, and quitted the room.

“Poor Colombe!” sighed Lady Catherine, as she
was left alone. “She must not be thus sacrificed.
M. Law supports this odious Cossard, and desires me
not to interfere, but in a case like this I shall not
heed the injunction. If I can hinder it, the marnage
shall not take place.”

IX.

How Evelyn became a Speculator.

CoLoMBE was alone in a large and superbly-furnished
salon in the Hétel Law, when, to her infinite surprise,
Evelyn Harcourt was announced.

“Pardon me, mademoiselle,” he said, as soon as
the lacquey retired, “I am permitted by Lady Catherine
Law thus to present myself. I am about to return to
England, and have come to take leave of you — per-
haps for ever!” he added, with irrepressible emotion.

“Are you returning to England?” said Cdlombve,

Johs Law, IL 2
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searcely able to control the agitation caused by this
unlooked-for announcement. “I thought you preferred
Paris to London. You told me so, I remember.” .

“At that time I did prefer it,” he replied; “and if
those days could be revived, I should prefer it still.
But they are gone, and all that made this city so
bright and pleasant to me is fled. I have relinquished
my post as sttaché to Lord Stair, and, though he is
unwilling to accept my resignation, I shall go. With
change of scene I may possibly regain the happiness I
have lost.”

“Are you unhappy, then?” said Colombe,

“Can you ask it?” he replied, bitterly, “Can you
suppose that under the circumstances in which I am
placed I can be otherwise than wretched — most
wretched? Do you imagine I can forget the past? But
what is my misery to you? You heed it not. You
have ceased to think of me.”

“It is cruel in you to say so, Evelyn,” she rejoined.
“You well know I can never cease to take the deepest
interest in you.”

“Excuse me, mademoiselle. I am unable to eredit
what you say. If you really cared for me, you could
not have acted as you have done.. But it is nejther to
reproach you, nor to move your gompassion by referring
to my own sufferings, that I am come here now. I
simply wished to bid you farewell before my departure.
May you be happy, Colombe}”
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“Oh! do not distress me thus!” she cried, entirely
losing her self-control, *or you will break my heart.
‘Why should you leave Paris?”

“Because I could not bear to see you wedded to
another. I must fly before the ceremony takes place.”
“But it may never take place,” she remarked.

“What do I hear?” he exclaimed. *“Isthere a chance
that this hateful marriage may be broken off? I thought
it inevitable. Are you not plighted to this man? Do
‘not awaken hopes that may never be realised. By
dooming me to fresh disappointment you will render
my anguish insupportable. Oh! Colombe, are you not
irrevocably bound to Cossard?”

“I am not,” she replied, firmly. “And I never will
marry him.”

Transported with joy, Evelyn threw himself on his
knee before her, and pressed her hand to his lips.

“You have changed my whole existence by a word,”
he cried, as he rose to his feet. “This decides me.
I will stay — I will not leave Paris. As soon as you
permit me to do so, I will ask your hand from your
father.” '

“You will ask it in vain,” she replied. “My father
is resolved to marry me to a millionnaire. He has
told me so repeatedly of late. Were you rich, you
might possibly gain his consent, but as it is,” he will
not listen to you.”

“Then I will become rich,” cried Eselyn. “Im
Qi
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these days fortunes are made in an incredibly short
space of time. I will go to the Rue Quincampoix, and
speculate as others do. If I prosper, you will soon see
‘me again. If I do not reappear in a few days, you will
understand what has happened.”

“Since you are resolved to speculate, I can assist
you,” said Colombe. “I have a hundred shares in the
Compagnie d'Occident, which were given to me by
Lady Catherine Law. You shall have them.”

“I cannot accept the gift — even from you, Co-
lombe,” he replied, reddening.

“If your pride will not allow you to accept them,
you can buy them,” she said.

“But I have not a hundred thousand livres,” he
rejoined. .

“That is not what I meant,” she said. And, un-
locking a casket which stood upon the table, she took
‘a porte-feuille from it. “This pocket-book contains
the shares,” she added, giving it to him. “You must
sell fifty for me at a thousand livres the share. All
above that amount is to be yours. Are you content?”

“I will do as you tell me,” he rejoined. “But
there will be fifty left. What must I do with them?”

“Keep them,” she returned. “They are certain to
rise in value. But understand, sell for what they may
hereafter, you are only to account to me for their
present price. No objections — unless you would
offend me.”
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Before Evelyn could return an answer, the door
was opened, and Lady Catherine Law and M. Cossard
entered.

‘While saluting Colombe, Cossard took her hand
and raised it to his lips — a ceremony to which she
evidently submitted with a very ill grace. This done,
he addressed himself to Evelyn, and after bowmg to
him with formal politeness, observed,

“Lady Catherine Law tells me we are about to
lose you, M. Harcourt. You mean to return to Eng- -
land, I believe?”

“My plans are undecided, sir,” replied Harcourt.
“Perhaps I may stay a few weeks longer.”

“I am glad to hear it,” said Cossard, whose looks
belied his words. “I have just brought Lady Catherine
a very important piece of intelligence, which you will
be pleased to hear,” he added. “The power and ex-
tent of our Company has this day been extraordinarily
augmented. Already we possessed America, and now
we have Asia and Africa. Without exaggeration, I
may say the whole ocean belongs to us, since we have
the monopoly of the world’s commerce.”

“How can this be, sir, may I venture to ask?”
inquired Evelyn.

“To make the matter clear to you,” replied Cos-
sard, “I must explain that up to this period the mono-
poly of the East Indian trade has belonged to the Com-
pagnie des Indes Orientales, established by Colbext in
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1664, but its affairs having been badly administered,
its commerce has languished for many years, and the
enterprise would most probably have been abandoned,
if M. Law, who felt the importance of the Indes
Orientales, had not solicited its concession from the
Regent, engaging to pay the debts of the company,
and actively carry on its trade. This very day, as I
have intimated, Colbert’s company has been dissolved,
and the monopoly, with all its rights and privileges,
assigned to M. Law. An immediate amalgamation will
be made between the Orient and the Occident, and the
latter will henceforth be denominated the Compagnie
des Indes.”

“A proud designation indeed!” exclaimed Evelyn.
“Conducted by M. Law, the enterprise cannot fail of
success.”

“By this new and great acquisition,” pursued Cos-
sard, “M.Law will have the sole right of trading with
all the ports of the Pacific Ocean, from the Cape of
Good Hope to the Straits of Magellan. Furthermore,
he will have the exclusive right of trading with the
East Indies, Mogul, Persia, Siam, China, and Japan,
of visiting the coasts of the Red Sea, and of frequenting
the Isles of Madagascar, Bourbon, and France. As
you must be aware, he had previously purchased the
Company of Senegal, which gave him the sole right
of buying slaves, hides, elephants’ tusks, and gold-dust,
from Cape Bianco to Sierra Leone. I have not, thers-
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fore, affirmed too much in declaring that the Com-
pagnie des Indes will monopolise the trade of the
whole world.”

. “An immense monopoly indeed!” exclaimed Evelyn.
“But an enormous capital will be required to pay the
debts' of the dissolved company and carry om its
trade.” _

“Many millions, no doubt; but M. Law will easily
find the amount,” replied Cossard.

“I am curious to know in what way?” said
Evelyn.

“I will tell you, for there is no secret about it, as
the edict will be published to-morrow,” returned Cos-
sard. “M. Law is empowered by the Regent to issue
fifty thousand new shares of five hundred livres each,
payable in specie, by which a fund of twenty-five
millions will be secured.”, .

“Provided all the shares are sold,” remarked
Evelyn. ]

“Of that there is no fear,” rejoined Cossard. “The
difficulty will be to procure them, as you will find if
you make the experiment. The shares of the Occident
are already above par. Those of the new company will
soon be in the same position. Before a month, I be-
lieve they will have doubled or trebled in value. Now
mark well what I am going to tell you M. Law is
about to issue a decree which will. have an extra-
ordinary effect upon the original shares of the Occi:
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dent, and cause them to be run after with the greatest
.avidity. To entitle a speculator to subscribe for one
new share, he must possess four old shares. The result
.of this must necessarily be to increase enormously the
walue of the old shares, and the person who holds
aany of them may think himself lucky. For example,
the possessor of a hundred will be able to realise two
‘hundred thousand livres.”

“You hear that,” remarked Colombe, in a low
voice, to Evelyn.

“On the publication of this decree,” observed Cos-
sard, with a laugh, “the actions d'Occident will be
termed les Méres, and the new shares les Filles —
ha! ha!” :

“Very appropriate designations,” observed Evelyn.
“Apparently there is a brilliant prospect for the holders
of the original shares.”

“Magnificent! unequalled!” exclaimed Cossard. “It
is a pity you have none, M. Harcourt.”

“You are mistaken, sir. I am in a condition to
subscribe for twenty-five new shares.”

“The deuce you are!” exclaimed Cossard, looking
surprised and annoyed. “How on earth did you con-
trive to get a hundred Occidents?”

“Never mind how I got them,” replied Evelyn,
taking out the porte-feuille. “Here they are.”

“I'll give you two hundred thousand livres for them
at once, if you are inclined to sell,” said Cossard.
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Evelyn consulted Colombe by a glance, and as
" she seemed to counsel him to accede, he said, “A
bargain! For two hundred thousand livres they are
yours. Pray count the shares,” he added, handing him
the porte-feuille.

All perfectly right,” replied Cossard, examining
the actions with great rapidity. “The affair can be
settled in a moment, for, luckily, I happen to have a
considerable sum about me.” ,

So saying, he produced a large roulean of billets
de banque, and after counting the number required,
handed them with a polite bow to Evelyn.

“We ought to apologise to the ladies,” he said,
“for transacting business in their presence in this
manner, but the circumstances will plead our ex-
cm"

“No apology is necessary, sir,” remarked Lady
Catherine Law, who had been conversing in a low
tone with Colombe while the transaction took place.
“I am too much accustomed to incidents of this sort

to heed them.”
“No doubt, miladi, no doubt,” laughed Cossard.

At this moment the double door of the salon was
thrown open by a couple of splendidly-attired lacqueys,
while M. Thierry, the major-domo, in a loud voice
announced his Highness the Duc de Bourbon and the
Marquise de Prie. :
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X

" Advice from & Woman of the World.

As these distinguished persons entered, Lady
Catherine advanced to meet them, and received them
with great ceremony. Before these formalities were
concluded, Law himself made his appearance, evidently
to the great satisfaction of the duke, who, it turned
out, desired to subscribe for a large number of shares
in the new Compagnie des Indes. Law professed him-
self most anxious to oblige his highness, but said so
many actions had been allotted in the first instance
to the Regent, that he had but a few at his own
disposal.

“But, if I recollect right, monseigneur,” he said,
“you have eight hundred shares in the Occident.
These will entitle you to subscribe for two hundred
filles, as the new actions are to be designated. But if
I may be permitted to advise your highness, you will
only subscribe for half that number, and retain four
hundred for future use. You will find your account
in doing so. By judiciously negotiating your shares,”
he added, in a low voice, “you ought to realise eight
or ten millions.”

“I will follow your advice, M. Law,” said the
duke.
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“M. Law,” said the Marquise de Prie, “I under-
stand you have given your new shares the pretty name
of filles. I should not object to a large family of this
sort — not even to a hundred /filles.”

“But, Madame la Marquise,” rejoined Law, ‘“by
our arrangements, four mothers can only have one
daughter. Consequently, you will require four hundred
méres to produce a hundred filles, and, I am sorry to
say, they are not to be had.”

“But I shall go distracted if I do not get some,”
cried the marchioness. ‘“You must let me have a
hundred.”

“I am extremely sorry, madame, but it is out of
my power to oblige you,” said Law. “M. Cossard,
one of our directors, will tell you that the méres are
now worth a hundred per cent. premium.”

“You won't obtain them at that price from any
broker in the Rue Quincampoix, Madame la Marquise,”
said Cossard.” “But-I have a hundred which I will
sell for four hundred thousand livres.” _

"“They are mine at the price,” cried the marchio-
ness, eagerly. ‘“Have you got them with you?”

“Here they are, Madame la Marquise,” replied
Cossard, producing the porte-feuille. “Pray count
them, madame — pray count them.”

 “I trust to your honour, sir,” she cned. “I am
sure you would not deceive me. M. le Duc, be
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pleased to pay ‘M. Cossard four hundred thousand
livres.”

“Diable!” exclaimed the duke, testily; “it is a
large sum. I have not so much about me.”

“My porte-feuille is at your gervice, madame,”
said Law.

- “You are excessively obliging, M, Law,” she
replied. “Do me the great favour to pay M. Cossard,
and M. le Duc will repay you.”

“Don’t repay me, madame, for a month,” said Law,
“and in that time I hope you will have trebled or
quadrupled the amount you have borrowed.”

“You transact business en grand seigneur, M. Law,”
said the marchioness, smiling. “And now I must have
a word with you, mignonne,” she added, taking Co-
lombe aside. “How is it that I find M. Harcourt
here?” she added, in a low voice. ‘“Has any change
taken place in the marriage arrangements, eh?”

“No, madame,” replied Colombe. “My father
continues inflexible, but I am resolved not to marry
M. Cossard.”

" “Reflect a little before you come to that decision,
child,” replied the marchioness. “You know I love
you dearly, and may believe me when I say, it
will be best to. yield obedience to your father's in-
junctions.”

“And marry M. Cossard! Impossible, Madame la
Marquise.” .
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“Listen to me, Colombe. This Cossard, whom
you would cast away, will make an excellent husband.
I have spoken to M. Law about him, and he assures
me he is immensely, rich — rich enough to buy a
title — so your position in society will be assured.
You will tell me you cannot bear him — that you
love another — that you will be miserable, and so
forth. Bottises! No young and beautiful woman, with
a rich husband, can be unhappy. If you don't agree
with me now, you will do so hereafter.” '

“You employ the same arguments as my father,
Madame la Marquise, and I must reply to you as I
did to him, that I do not care for money.”

“You fancy not, my dear child,” rejoined the
marchioness; “but you are entirely mistaken. I had
once such silly ideas myself, but they have long since
flown. Believe me, M. Cossard is the husband for
you. To M. Harcourt I have several objections. I
won't specify them now, but I am sure he wouldn’t
make you happy. He will never be devoted to you.”

“You judge him as my father judges him — from
report,” said Colombe. v

“No, I judge him from what I have seen,” rejoined
the marchioness. “I could never forgive perfidy in a
lover. I remember how passionately enamoured hé
was of the Duchesse de Berri. And if death had not
snatched her away he would still be bound in her
- fetters.”
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“Don’t speak of her, I pray you, madame,” said
Oolombe, becoming agitated. “I would willingly forget
the pain she caused me.”

“Perhaps you will try to persuade me you were
grieved by her death?” said the marchioness, rather
maliciously.

“I was indeed grieved that one so beautiful and
highly gifted should perish in her pride,” replied Co-
lombe. “The duchess had caused me great anguish,
but, when I heard she was no more, my heart in-
stantly melted, and I forgave her all.”

“I cannot lay claim to so much amiability,” re-
joined the inarchioness. ‘“However, we will say no
more about the poor duchess; but, I am bound to add,
she is not the only one of the court beauties who has
captivated your fickle M. Harcourt.”

“Indeed!” exclaimed Colombe, her agitation in-
creasing.

“I won't pain you by any disclosures,” said the
marchioness; “but I advise you to think twice be-
fore you abandon M. Cossard for one on the stability
of whose affection you can have no sort of de-
pendence.”

“I begin to think you are right,” sighed Colombe.
“After all, it would have been better if he had returned
to England.”

“Far better for you, undoubtedly,” said the marchio-
nees. “And so you have foolishly persuaded him to stay ?”
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Colombe made no reply.
. At this juncture, Thierry suddenly enfered, and
informed Law that his royal highness the Regent had
just arrived, and was alighting from his carriage.
“Pray excuse me, M. le Duc. I fly to receive his
highness!” cried Law, hastily quitting the room.

XL

Of the Congratulatory Visit paid by the Regent to Lady Catherine Law.

Law found the Regent in the vestibule, and, after
expressing his great gratification at the honour con-
ferred upon him, he ceremoniously conducted  his
illustrious visitor to the salon in which he had left
Lady Catherine Law and the rest of the company.

Nothing could be more affable than the Regent's
deportment towards Lady Catherine, and, -after
graciously returning the reverences paid him by the
others, he said:

“I have come, Lady Catherine, to offer you, in
person, my congratulations on the wonderful success
that has attended your husband’s great financial opera-
tions. He has achieved what no minister of finance
has been able to accomplish — he has saved us from
ruin — and restored the country to a state of unex-
ampled prosperity.”

Highly gratified, as may well be supposed, Lady
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Catherine acknowledged the compliment in suitable
terms, and, when she had done, Law likewise expressed
his thanks:

“Your highness has been pleased to give me credlt
for what I have donme,” he said, “but my operations
have only just commenced. I hope to put the country
in a higher position than it has ever yet attained, and
enable it to give the law to the rest of the world.
There shall be but one grest kingdom in Europe —
France — and one great city, Paris.”

“Ainsi soit il!” exclaimed the Regent, well
pleased.

“If you go on as you have begun, M. Law,”
remarked the Duc de Bourbon, ‘“you will be able to
ruin the credit of England whenever you please,
break its banks, and annihilate its great East India
Company.”

“If I cannot do all this, M. le Duc, I can, at all
events, bring down the English East India stock,”
replied Law, langhing; “and that I -engage to do;
as soon as the Compagnie des Indes is in full opera-
tion.”

“You forget, M. Law, that there is an Englishman
present,” remarked the good-natured Regent, glancing
at Evelyn. “Your determination cannot be very agree-
able to him.”

“I do not feel any great uneasiness, monselgnenr,"
replied Evelyn, who overheard the remark. “Our
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East India directors, I fancy, will know how to take
care of themselves. But I began to think M. Law had
forgotten his native land.”

“Ma foi! my interests are so identified with those
of France, that I am at heart a Frenchman,” rejoined
Law. .

“We must make you one,” said the Regent.
“There is but one difficulty — your religion.”

“And that is insuperable, monseigneur,” observed
Lady Catherine.

The Regent cast a significant glance at Law but
made no remark.

“Surely that charming face is not unknown to
me!” pursued the prince, for the first time noticing
Colombe, who was standing near the Marquise de Prie.
“Is it not Mademoiselle Laborde?”

“Your highness has an excellent memory where a
pretty face is concerned,” replied Law, presenting
Colombe, who blushed deeply as she bent to the
Regent. “Mademoiselle Laborde is about to be married
very shortly.”

“Ah! indeed. Accept my congratulations, made-
moiselle,” said the Regent. “And pray who is the
fortunate individual?”

“This gentleman, monseigneur, replied Law, pre-
senting Cossard, ‘“a director of the Campagnie des
Indes, and,” he added, in a lower voice, “a million-
naire.”

John Law. II. 3
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“Ah! I understand,” returned the Regent. “You
are much to be envied, M. Cossard,” he continued.
“You will have the fairest wife in all Paris.”

“Ah! monseigneur, you overwhelm me,” returned
Cossard, enchanted, and bowing to the ground. )

“But you must not shut her up,” pursued the
Regent. “You must bring her to the Palais Royal —
she will be the brightest ornament of the court. I
say it in all sincerity, for there is no one to compare
to her. You are reputed to be very rich, M. Cossard.
You ought to buy lands which will give you a title,
and so add to your lovely wife's éclat.”

“] am already in treaty for a chiteau and barony
in Normandy, monseigneur,” replied Cossard.

“You cannot do better. Permit me a word with
your fiancée.”

At this intimation all the company retired, leaving
Colombe standing near the Regent.

“I hope soon to see you at the Palais Royal,” he
said, taking her hand, and regarding her steadfastly.
“I need not tell you that you are still mistress of my
heart.” ’

. “Do not treat me thus, monseigneur, I beseech
you,” she rejoined.. “I cannot listen to such language
even from you, and, if you persist in it, I must with-
draw.”

“No, you must hear what I have to say to you,”
he rejoined, detaining her. “You are more beau-
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tiful than ever, Colombe, You must — you shall be
mine.”

“Cease! — cease, I implore you, monseigneur,” she
cried.

“Not till you promise compliance,” he rejoined.

“I can promise nothing, save that I will never
willingly appear at the Palais Royal,” cried Colombe.
“In the name of one who once succoured me at a
moment like this, and who I feel would succour me
now, if she could — in the name of the daughter
you have lost, monseigneur, I beseech you to desist.”
~ “No more! — say no more,” cried the Regent,
releasing her and putting his hand to his breast, as if
to control a sudden pang. “You have cut me to the
heart by that cruel allusion.” :

“Forgive me, monseigneur. I do not desire to
wound your feelings, nor to revive your grief, but I
make this appeal, knowing you cannot resist it.”

“You are right, mademoiselle—1I cannot,” he said,
in a tone of deep emotion. “The Duchesse de Berri.
loved you, and would have guarded you — nay, she
guards you still.”

“Oh! thanks, monseigneur! — In her name,
thanks!”

“Let me ask you a question, which she would have
asked you, mademoiselle,” said the regent, after a
moment’s pause, in & more serious tone than he had

hitherto adopted. “And answer me as you would have
U
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answered her. Why are you about to make this
mercenary match? Why do you throw away your
charms on an imbecile like this Cossard? You deserve
a better fate.”

“M. Cossard is my father's choice, not mine, mon-
seigneur,” she replied.

“But you have consented to marry him?”

“True, monseigneur, but I have never ceased to
regret that I did so.”

“Your words would seem to imply that you love
another. Nay, do not attempt disguise. I can read
your secret in your looks. You love that young
Englishman, M. Harcourt. Perhaps in a moment
of jealousy you have given this rash promise to Cos-
sard?”

“Your highness has divined the truth,” she re-
plied.

“Allons, courage!” he exclaimed. ‘It is not too
late to remedy the error. I dare say M. Law can get
you out of the difficulty.” .

“I am sure he can, monseigneur,” she replied. “A
word to him from your highness will suffice.”

“Then it shall not be left unsaid,” he replied
graciously.

Warmly expressing her gratitude, Colombe then
retired, and, as she withdrew, the Regent mentally
ejaculated, “Morbleu! it is a pity to lose so charming
. a creature, but the appeal she made was irresistible. I
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must save her from that abominable roturier, though it
will cost me an effort to give her to her lover. How-
ever, she has my promise.” Then motioning Evelyn
to approach, he addressed him very affably, remarking
that he had not seen him of late at the Palais Royal.
“I suppose you have not escaped the prevailing fever,
M. Harcourt,” he added, “but are deeply engaged in
the game of speculation at which all are now playing?
If you are lucky, you may become a millionnaire, like
M. Cossard.”

“There is but little chance of that, I fear, mon-
seigneur,” replied Evelyn. “However, I shall try.”

“Let me hear how you get on,” said the Regent.
“And if you want advice,” he added, in a significant
tone, “do mnot hesitate to apply to M. Law. I will
speak to him in your behalf.” )

Evelyn bowed gratefully, and retired.

After a brief conversation with Lady Catherine
Law, the Regent terminated his visit, and was
ceremoniously conducted to his camiage by Law.
Just before entering the vehicle, he remarked to
Law, “If you have an opportunity of serving your
young countryman, M. Harcourt, I beg you not to
neglect it.”

“I should be happy to serve him on his own ac-
count, monseigneur, for I like him,” replied Law.
“But, recommended by your highness, he has a
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double claim on my attention. Be assured I won't
forget him.”

“Let me make myself clear,” said the Regent; “I
want him to marry Colombe Laborde.”

“But your highness is aware she is promised to M.
Cossard. Her father’s word is pledged to that gentle-
man. The match cannot be broken off.”

“But Colombe detests the husband her father
has chosen for her. She told me so herself just
now.”

“Ma foi, monseigneur! he is a very good man,
M. Cossard, and will make her a capital husband.
Your highness must excuse me. I cannot possibly
interfere.”

“Very well, then I must take the matter in hand
myself,” said the Regent.

And he stepped into his carriage.

END OF THE FOURTH BOOK.



BOOK V.

LA RUE QUINCAMPOIX,
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The Young King and his Governor.

ONE day, at the period we have now reached,
when Mr. Law’s marvellous system had attained its
apogee, a plan of Paris was exhibited by the Maréchal
de Villeroy to the youthful Louis XV.

“What does your majesty think of it?” inquired
Villeroy, seeing the young king examine it attentively.

“I am looking for the Rue Quincampoix, but can-
not find it,” replied Louis.

“Here it is, sire,” replied the old marshal, pointing
with his finger towards the centre of the map; “this
narrow defile, running between the Rue Saint Denis
and the Rue Saint Martin, and extending, as your
majesty will observe, from the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher
to the Rue-aux-Ours.”

“Is it possible this can be meant for the famous
Rue Quincampoix?” cried the youthfnl monarch. “The
street should be twice as large, and it ought to have
been gilded.”

“A very shrewd observation, sire,” replied the old
courtier, bowing and smiling. “Unquestionably the
Rue Quincampoix ought to be double its size to ac-
commodate the crowds that daily resort to it, and
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gilding would be highly appropriate. Yet the designer
of the plan is not to blame. The street is drawn by
measurement. It is a narrow labyrinth, four hundred
and fifty feet long, and contains under a hundred
habitations, some of them ancient, but none of any
pretension.”

“Mon Dieu! you surprise me, M. le Maréchal,”
exclaimed Louis. “I thought it must be the finest
street in Paris.”

“It is certainly the most crowded place in your
great city, sire,” returned Villeroy. “More money
changes hands in the Rue Quincampoix in the course
of a day than in all the rest of Paris during a week.
But in itself the street has little to recommend it to
notice. It is inhabited almost entirely by Jews,
brokers, scriveners, usurers, money-changers, and per-
sons of that class. Many of these have now parcelled
out their habitations, and let each room, from garret
to cellar, at an exorbitant rent — more than used to
be paid for the whole house. In all these rooms
counters are establishe® at which business in done,
and some of the bankers, at a loss for accommodation,
have built guérites on the roofs. But I crave your
majesty’s pardon. You must find these details weari-
some.”

“On the contrary, M. le Maréchal,” replied the
Jyoung king, ‘“they, interest me exceedingly. It is
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only lately that I have heard so much about the Rue
Quincampoix.” "

“Because it is only within the last few months,
and since M. Law's extraordinary financial operations
have driven all Paris mad, that the street has become
so famous, or rather, I ought to say, so notorious.
But it has always been well known, because inhabited
by money-lenders. The word Quincampoix, I may
remark, if your majesty will ‘excuse my pedantry, is
derived from the Latin, quinque pagi (five territories),
and two or three villages in the neighbourhood of
Paris are so called. An hotel built by the lord of one
of these villages gave its name to the street. In the
latter days of your majesty’s great grandsire, and my
sovereign and mastér, Louis XIV., the billets d'état
were somewhat discredited, and their holders used to
flock to the Rue Quincampoix to dispose of them. At that
time the street occasionally presented a very animated
appearance, but nothing to what it does now. I hap-
pened to be there when the first issue of shares by the
Compagnie des Indes took place, and I can assure
your majesty it was a wonderful sight. I was forced
hither and thither, against my will, by the living
stream, bewildered and deafened by the cries. All
distinction of rank was gone. Nobles, ladies of title,
lacqueys, priests, cut-purses, cheats of all kinds, were
mixed up péle-méle. With some difficulty, and not
without the loss of my purse and portefeunille, I ex-
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tricated myself from the throng, and sought refuge in
M. Tourton’s bank, where I was detained for more
than an hour. At either end of the street there are
iron grilles, which are shut by order of M. de Machanlt,
lieutenant-general of police, from nine at night to six
in the morning. As soon as the clock strikes nine
drums are beaten by the guard stationed at these gates,
and the crowd is driven out by a patrol. Without this
precaution, the place would never be at rest. On the
occasion to which I have just referred, all the adjacent
streets were filled with carriages.”

“I should like to see the street when thus crowded,”
said the young king. “I have promised M. Law to
go there some day.”

“Apparently, M. Law is in great favour with your
majesty ?”

“Yes, I like him very much. I am always sorry
when he quits my presence, and that is more than I
can say for every one who approaches me.”

“M. Law is an agreeable man, sire, and a very
skilful financier, but I fear he will do infinite mischief
to the community.”

“Your opinion of him is very different from that of
the Regent, who tells me M. Law has saved the
country from bankruptey and ruin. Our coffers were
empty, and M. Law has replenished them — so the
Regent says. Trade was dead, and M. Law has
reanimated it. Money was scarce, and it is now
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plentiful. Many of my subjects, who were plunged in
misery and want, are now happy and prosperous.
These benefits have been conferred: upon the nation,
my uncle says, by M. Law. If so, I ought to feel ex-
ceedingly grateful to him.”

“This confounded adventurer has obtained greater
influence over his majesty than I could have sup-
posed,” thought Villeroy. ‘It must be my business to
undo it. — It is to be hoped that this prosperous state
of things may last, sire,” he added aloud.

“What do you apprehend?” cried the young king,
quickly.

“I fear the brilliant bubble blown by M. Law may
burst, sire.”

“You are unjust to M. Law. You don't know
what he can do. My uncle tells me he has undertaken
to pay off the state debt of fifteen millions.”

“Oh! he will promise anything, sire. But can he
perform his promise?”

“Yes, I believe he will. And if he does, I shall
make him comptroller-general; on my uncle’s recom-
mendation.”

“Even if M. Law were eligible to the post, sire,
which he is not, owing to his religion, he would make
a very indifferent minister of finance,” observed Ville-
roy; “and your majesty would «do wrong so to ap-
point him.”
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“It is plain you are M. Law's enemy, M. le Maré-
chal,” remarked Louis.

“Not his enemy, sire, but I confess that I distrust
him,” responded Villeroy. *“And I feel bound in duty
to caution your majesty against him.”

“My confidence in M. Law is not to be shaken,”
replied the young monarch. “But I have something
to tell you. The Regent wishes me to give a ball at
the Tuileries to the young nobility.”

“A charming idea!” exclaimed Villeroy. “Your
majesty will have an opportunity of seeing the future
members of your court. I shall be delighted to ar-
range the féte. I will draw up a programme, and
submit a list of those whom it may be proper to
honour with an invitation. None but scions of the
nobility can be your majesty’s guests.”

“Two exceptions must be made — Mademoiselle
Law and her brother.”

“I am astounded, sire. I understood this was to
be a ball given to the young nobility.”

“You understood aright, M. le Maréchal.”

“Then permit me to observe, sire, that Mademoiselle
Law and her brother are inadmissible.”

“Permit me, in my turn, to observe, M. le Maréchal,
that I have already invited them.”

“How! invited them? I fear the step will give
great offence to your proud noblesse, sire, and it will
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surprise me if Mademoiselle Law and her brother pass
a very pleasant evening.” "

“Any affront to them will be an affront to me, -
and I shall resent it, and so I am sure will my
uncle the Regent,” returned the young king, with
dignity.

“I hope nothing of the kind may occur, sire, and
I will do my best to prevent it; but I cannot control
others.” '

“I will take care of my guests,” said Louis, with
spirit. “If no one else will dance with Mademoiselle
Law, I will dance with her the whole evening, and
the Regent, I am sure, will find partners for her
brother.”

“Opposition will only irritate him, so I must con-
cede,” thought Villeroy. “But the ball shall not take
place — on that I am determined. Your majesty’s
wishes are law to me,” he said aloud. ‘“When is the
ball to take place?” _

“I shall fix the day with the Regent,” replied
Louis. “He will be here presently with M. Law.”

“Again M. Law!” mentally ejaculated Villeroy,
“‘Perdition take him!” .

“At the same time,” pursued the young king, “I
shall ask my uncle to take me to the Rue Quincam-
poix. M. Law will attend us.”

“As your governor, sire, it will be my duty to
attend you,” remarked Villeroy. “I cannot be left out.”
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“I have no wish to leave you out,” said Louis;
“but I must have M. Law.”

“But, sire, his attendance will be quite superfluous.
" I can explain everything to you.”

“I don't doubt it,” replied Louis. “But Mr. Law, .
and no one else, shall be my cicerone.”

IL

The Mississippians.

Ar this epoch there was no Exchange in Paris, as
at London and Amsterdam, to which merchants, dealers,
bankers, and foreigners could resort, though Law in-
tended to build one, and with that view had purchased
six large houses in the Rue Vivienne, lying between
the garden of the Hotel Mazarin and the Rue Colbert.
These habitations were to have been pulled down and
a splendid structure erected on their site, which should
comprise the Exchange and the Post-office, then si-
tuated in the Rue Bourdonnais, but, unluckily, the
design was frustrated.

As there was no Exchange, there were no regular
stockbrokers, and this business was transacted by the
bankers, money-dealers, discounters and scriveners,
established in the Rue Quincampoix. Here it was, a
few years previously, that the discredited billets d'état
had been bought and sold, and a great deal of busi-
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ness was done in this way; but it was on the establish-
ment of the Compagnie d’Occident, and the issue of
its shares, that the street first began to assume the
character of an Exchange. When the Anti-System
commenced the speculators were doubled in number,
and the spirit of gambling, which afterwards burnt
with such unparalleled fury, was fairly kindled. At
this time the jobbers divided themselves into two par-
ties — one supporting Law, and the other the fréres
Paris.

For a brief period, owing to the dexterous manage-
ment of its directors, the Anti-System had the advan-
tage, and it was the opinion of many shrewd specula-
tors that Law would be defeated, but they knew not
with whom they had to deal. The aspect of affairs
was totally changed, when, the Orient being incorpo-
rated with the Occident, Law was enabled to give to
his company the proud designation of Compagnie des
Indes. It was then that the wonderful resources of
his genius became manifest, and his opponents found,
to their dismay, that they could no longer compete
with him.

The issue of the fifty thousand new shares, which
were designated les Filles, produced an extraordinary

“effect. The subscription was at once filled up, and

such was the ardour of the Mississippians, as the

jobbers in the Rue Quincampoix were styled, to pur-

chase them, that they speedily rose to two hundred
John Law. II 4
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per cent., throwing the shares of the Fermes Générales
completely into the shade.

Determined to crush his rivals, Law next joined
to the enormous privileges already enjoyed by the
Compagnie des Indes the administration of the Mint,
which he purchased from the government for nine
years, at the price of fifty millions. This important
acquisition, which materially tended to consolidate his
power, enabled him to issue fifty thousand more actions
at five hundred livres each.

The issue of these shares, which were designated
les Petites Filles, created a perfect fureur among the
Mississippians, and it was at this juncture that the
vast crowds we have described began to assemble
daily in the Rue Quincampoix. Driven almost to
despair, the supporters of the Anti-System sought to
strike a heavy blow against Law by presenting for
payment a vast number of billets de banque, which
they had collected for the purpose. But Law, warned
of their design, issued a decree reducing the value of
specie from that day, so that the mischievous schemers,
among whom were D’Argenson and the Prince de
Conti, were checkmated.

Justly indignant, Law took speedy and severe
vengeance upon his adversaries. He proposed to the
Regent to take on lease the whole of the Fermes
Générales, and to lend the government twelve hundred
millions at three per cent., to be employed in paying
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off the state-creditors. This offer was accepted, and
D’Argenson, who was not even consulted in the affair,
was compelled, to his infinite rage and mortification,
to annul the contract he had entered into with the
fréres Paris, and so give with his own hand the coup-
de-grace to the Anti-System.

Thus Law's triumph was complete. By a sub-
sequent arrangement, the loan to the state was raised
to fifteen hundred millions.

This financial revolution was accomplished in a
wonderfully short space of time by a series of or-
dinances, so contrived by Law as to throw the Missis-
sippians in a perfect state of frenzy. The operation
was conducted in this manner. Warrants were de-
livered by the government to its creditors, made pay-
able by the Compagnie des Indes. On his part, Law
commenced by issuing a hundred thousand new shares
of the nominal value of five hundred livres each, but
reserving to himself a premium equal to that obtained
by the old shares, which, being a thousand per cent.,
raised them to five thousand livres. These shares,
which were called les Cing Cents, were purchasable in
ten payments of five hundred livres each. The em-
pressement of the public to procure the Cing Cents was
prodigious.. Never had been anything like it. Every
one was seized as with a vertigo. There were no
conditions, as in the case of the Filles and Petites

Filles. A share, which would ensure a fortune, could
AR
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be obtained on payment of five hundred livres to &
cashier of the Compagnie. The public avidity seemed
insatiable. On the announcement of the subsecription,
the Rue Vivienne was filled by a maddened and
tumultuous crowd, struggling towards the gates of the
Hotel Mazarin, which were guarded by a detachment
of archers. Not only were the bureaux of the cashiers
continually besieged, but the ante-chambers, the stair-
cases, and the courts of the hotel. “During several
days and several nights,” says Lemontey, “a phalanx
advanced towards the bureau of exchange, like a com-
pact column, which neither sleep, nor hunger, nor
thirst could disperse. But, on the fatal cry announcing
the delivery of the last subscription, all disappeared.”
The Ho6tel Law was beset in like manner, and
heavy bribes and the most extraordinary stratagems,
to which we shall have occasion to refer presently,
were resorted to to obtain access to him. Inlike manner,
the porters of the company received large douceurs to
enter the names of subscribers, while some persons,
disguised in Law's livery, succeeded in obtaining prompt
admittance to the bureaux. As the price of shares
rose from hour to hour, so did the fury of the crowd
to possess the magic papers increase. Amid this frenzied
excitement, the only tranquil persons were the bankers
and brokers in the Rue Quincampoix, and they were
easy because they knew that shares would be brought
them, which had been indirectly secured by the various
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employés of the company, and which could only be
disposed of by their agency.

An admirable picture of the Rue Quincanipoix at
this period has been given by Duhautchamp, an eye-
witness of the scenes he has so well described. “This
famous street,” he says, “which for time out of mind
had been the rendezvous of dealers in paper, was
chosen as a place wherein to hold their meetings by
those who laboured at the birth of the System, and the
bankers, since become excessively opulent, began to
deal in the shares of the Compagnie d’Occident, and
those of the Anti-System. In this place also were
seen flying about the state securities, although pro-
scribed because they had not been submitted to the
Visa. Here also were negotiated the billets d'état,
which, notwithstanding the reduction they had already
undergone at the hands of the iribunal, lost half.
Formerly these transactions took place in the houses
and bureaux, but as soon as the operation of the System
began in earnest, all the Mississippians assembled
publicly and bare-headed in the street. Law’s first
steps having excited opposite opinions, they began by
talking over the news, incidentally referring to matters
of business in imitation of the merchants who daily
frequent the Exchanges of London and Amsterdam.
In proportion as the shares of the Compagnie d'Occident
rose in favour these assemblies increased, and the
amalgamation of the company with that of the Indies



b4 JOHN LAW.

still further angmented the numbers, but when the
Anti-System was despoiled of the Fermes Générales,
this event, combined with other surprising circum-
stances that rapidly followed, brought to the place all
those who had funds as well as those who had mot:
the former to buy and sell ten and twenty times a
day, and the latter to practise the business of a broker.
Others, foreseeing that the ground of this street would
mount to so high a price that ten feet square would
fetch the price of a seigneurial territory, seized upon
all the houses to let as well as apartments, to sub-let
them in detail to the stock-jobbers, who now rushed
thither in a crowd to establish their bureaux. This
foresight enriched those who turned it to profit. The
bureaux were let for two, three, and even four hundred
livres a month, according to size; whence it will be
judged what must have been the profits of a house
containing thirty or forty bureaux. All the houses in
the Rue Quincampoix and in the adjoining streets
were divided into bureaux, not excepting even the
garrets and cellars. A cobbler, who worked under
four planks set against the garden-wall of the famous
banker, Tourton, transformed his humble shed into a
bureau, furnishing it with seats for the accommodation
of ladies whom curiosity drew to the spot; and finding
his idea succeed he abandoned his old business, and
provided pens and paper for those who conducted their
business in his shop, by which means he gained two
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hundred livres a day. The successive movements of
the System, joined to the feverish agitation of the
public, rendered the famous Rue Quincampoix more
flourishing than ever. The highest and most notable
persons in the kingdom might there be seen familiarly
mingling with the vilest dealers. Nobles did not
hesitate to exchange their fairest lands for paper;
others melted down their funds; and ladies brought the
produce of their jewels. This strange frenzy irritating
the cupidity of the great dealers, caused the shares to
rise with astonishing rapidity. The manner of doing
business resembled the flux and ebb of the sea. The
striking of a clock in the bureau of a skilful dealer
named Papillon caused the shares to rise, because the
emissaries and clerks of this personage went amongst
the crowd and to the different bureaux, asking for
shares at any price. The public, always ready to
follow the stream, did the same, alarming those who
had previously sold, and who, rejoining the throhg,
hastened to buy again, while the agents of the
manceuvre, . having accomplished their object, slipped
away. Two hours later, at the sound of a whistle
from the bureau of Fleury, an accomplice in the
manceuvre, other emissaries went about in all directions
like the first, offering to sell at any price, until the
shares fell as quickly as they had risen. This was the
ebb. Both movements were accompanied by a tumul-
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tuous roar among the crowd, that resembled the noise
of waves agitated by the wind.”,

The concourse in the Rue Quincampoix was not
entirery composed of Parisians. KEvery province of
France was there largely represented, though it was
remarked that the Gascons predominated, and, owing
to their excitable temperament, were the noisiest and
most eager speculators. So great was the affluence of
strangers to Paris at this time that the hotels were
filled .to overflowing, and hundreds were daily arriving
from all parts of the country. All the public carriages
coming from Marseilles, Lyons, Aix, Bordeaux, Stras-
bourg, and Brussels were retained for a couple of
months, and the tickets for the seats disposed of at
double or treble price. When the System was at its
height, it is estimated that there were five hundred
thousand strangers in Paris, and most of these found
their way at one time or other to the Rue Quincampoix.
The bureaux were kept by Germans, Swiss, Italians,
Dutchmen, Englishmen, Flemings, or by persons from
Languedoc, Provence, Dauphiny, Normandy, and Lor-
raine — scarcely one belonged to a Parisian. As the
crowd was composed of people of all countries, all
languages were spoken — Dutch, German, English,
Spanish, and Italian — so that the place was a per-
fect Babel.

Many changes have been made in the Rue Quin-
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campoix since the period of our story, but it still
retains something of its former picturesque aspect. In
several of the older houses may be noted balconies of
iron, very curiously and elaborately wrought, stone
sculptures, and ponderous oaken doors, studded with
broad-headed nails, and clamped with iron. All these
existed in Law’s time. Close to the Rue-aux-Ours
there is a singular old house, standing en vedette in
the street. This was the residence of M. Tourton, the
banker. In the reign of Louis Philippe the Rue
Quincampoix was cut in twain by the Rue Rambuteau.
During the construction of the broad and magnificent
Boulevart de Sébastopol, by M. Hausseman, many of
the dark and tortuous labyrinths in this quarter were
swept away; but the Rue Quincampoix was spared.
It is still the centre of considerable traffic; but instead
of the bankers, the stockbrokers, and scriveners of
days gone by, its present occupants are curriers, con-
fectioners, druggists, dealers in wine, and vendors of
caoutchouc.
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ITIL

Law’s Vast Possessions.

Law was now the popular idol. By the vulgar he
was reverenced as a supernatural being. Addresses
and petitions were showered upon him. Honours of
all kinds were paid him. His name was coupled with
that of the youthful sovereign, and when the Academy
of Sciences elected him as a member, he was saluted
on his entrance by shouts of *“Vivent le Roi et Mon-
seigneur Law!”

All that was distinguished in Paris flocked to pay
him court, and his ante-chambers were more crowded
than those of the Palais Royal. Adulation the most
extraordinary was paid to Lady Catherine Law, and
if she had been a queen she could scarcely have received
greater homage than was now constantly paid her by
ladies of the highest rank. Duchesses and marchionesses,
on approaching her, made a profound reverence, and
kissed her hand. Marks of attention equally flattering,
and from the same exalted personages, were shown to
little Kate Law, and, although she was not of an age
to marry, several highly important offers were made
her. At a magnificent ball given for her by her father,
and which was attended by the élite of the nobility,
the first to arrive was the Nuncio, who saluted her

’
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as the queen of the féte, and kissed her on the fore-
head.

The manner in which Law was beset amounted to
persecution. Ladies of the highest quality passed days
and nights in his ante-chambers awaiting the opening
of his doors. His major-domo, Thierry, frequently
received a thousand crowns to convey a letter to his
master, and double the amount if he could procure an
interview for the writer.

Mr. Law still continued to occupy his hotel in the
Place Vendoéme, but he had greatly embellished it,
and now possessed a superb collection of pictures and
a noble gallery of sculpture. His entertainments were -
frequent, and of regal splendour.

A portion of his enormous capital had been invested
in the purchase of vast seigneurial properties, fourteen
of which he had already acquired. The duchy of
Mercoour was ceded to him by the Princess Dowager
of Condé for 870,000 livres, and a bonus of 100,000.
For the marquisate of Effiat he gave 2,300,000. For
the earldom of Tancarville and the barony of Hallebose
he gave 650,000 livres in specie, and 7410 in con-
tingent annuities. Besides these he bought the princely
domains of Guermande en Brie; Roissy (which cost
him a million); Saint Germain (which cost another
million), Domfront, La Marche, and Ligny. Under-
standing that M. de Novion, President a Mortier,
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had a fine estate to sell, Law paid him a visit, and
said,

“I am told that you ask four hundred thousand
livres for your estate. Permit me to say that is
scarcely a fair price. I offer you four hundred and
fifty thousand.”

“I am charmed with your mode of doing business,
M. Law,” rejoined De Novion. “But I cannot take
advantage of your liberality. The estate is yours at
the sum I originally named, but I must annex ome
condition to the bargain — a mere trifle, however,
which cannot possibly affect our arrangement. Instead
of billets de banque, you shall pay me in louis
d’or.”

Law immediately perceived his drift, but affecting
the most perfect indifference, replied,

“You give me an agreeable surprise, M. le Pré-
sident. Nothing is more easy of fulfilment than your
condition. You shall have the purchase-money in gold
as you require.” 4

In Paris, besides his private hotel in the Place
Vend6me, the Hotel Mazarin and the six adjacent
houses in the Rue Vivienne, Law had bought the hotel
of the Comte de Tessé for 150,000 livres; the Hétel
de Soissons from the Prince de Carignan for 1,400,000
livres; the Hotel de Rambouillet; and a vast plot of
ground near the Porte Montmartre, on which he intended
to erect the Mint.
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Among the many important personages who had
profited by the system, the chief gainer was the Duc
de Bourbon, who, favoured in every way by Law, had
" made twenty millions by the great coup-de-main which

occurred on the reimbursement of the remts. It was
estimated that the duke’s total profits exceeded sixty
millions. These enormous gains enabled him to pay
off all his liabilities, and to rebuild Chantilly, and he
gave a grand féte to the Regent which lasted five
days and nights, and cost five millions. The duke
was one day boasting of the number of his actions to
M. Turmenies, when the latter reproved him, by say-
ing, “Fi, monseigneur. One of your great-grandsire’s
“actions was worth all yours.”

What Dubois gained can only be surmised, but he
took what he pleased. The Duc d’Antin gained twelve
millions, and the Prince de Conti became hostile to
Law because he was only allowed four millions. The
Regent’s favourites of both sexes received immense
sums, and Nocé, De Canillac, and Brancas were each
gratified with fifty thousand livres.

" Having a richer mine than any in Potosi or Peru
ever open to him, the Regent, whose prodigality was
boundless, applied to it without scruple. Law answered
all his demands, and as there was always a partisan to
gain, a mistress to pension, or a favourite to enrich,
these applications were incessant. In some instances
the Regent’s munificence was well applied. He bestowed
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a million upon the Hotel Dieu, another on the Hospice
Général, and a third on the Enfants-Trouvés. More-
over, fifteen hundred thousand livres were employed
by him in the liberation of prisoners for debt.

Iv.

A Couple of Old Acquaintances.

OxE morning, when Law was alone in his cabinet,
occupied with a vast pile of letters and papers which
had been left for his inspection, his major-domo entered,
and said two gentlemen were without who were par-
- ticularly anxious to have an interview with him.

“Why do you interrupt me thus, Thierry?” cried
Law, angrily. “You know I won't see any one. I am
busy. I am engaged. Tell the gentlemen so. They
must wait till the doors of the ante-chamber are opened
if they desire to see me. I will grant no private
interview.”

“Possibly monseigneur may feel inclined to make
an exception in favour of these two gentlemen, when I
mention that they are his compatriots, and had the
honour of his acquaintance some years ago in London.
They are Sir Terence O’Flaherty and Sir Patrick
Molloy,” said Thierry, referring to the cards which he
carried on a salver. “Perhaps monseigneur may re-
collect them. They are rather droll in manner, but

>
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the English — begging monseigneur'’s pardon — are
somewhat odd and eccentric.”

“Judging from their names, they must be Irishmen,
not Englishmen,” observed Law. “I don't remember
to have heard of them before. However, admit them.”

Thierry bowed and departed, and shortly after-
wards ushered in two extraordinary individuals, whose
deportment was so ridiculously grotesque, that the
habitual gravity of the stately major-domo was greatly
disturbed, and he had to beat a precipitate retreat in
order to avoid laughing outright. ,

Both personages were as grand as embroidered
velvet coats of the latest mode, powdered perukes,
laced ruffles and cravats, diamond-hilted swords,
diamond buckles and red-heeled shoes could make
them, but their uncouth manner and absurd grimaces
showed they were wholly unaccustomed to such finery.

Law eyed them with astonishment, and at first
with displeasure; but suddenly a light seemed to break
upon him, and his countenance relaxed into a smile.

“Unless my memory deceives me, we have met
before, Sir Terence,” he said, addressing the foremost
of the two, who still continued bowing and scraping,
“but under rather different circumstances.”

“Yer lordship is right,” replied Sir Terence. *“The
circumstances was rayther different. Then my friend
Pat — Sir Patrick, I mane — and myself was two
poor cheermen, glad to airn a crown, and now, thanks
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to yer lordship, we've plenty of banknotes in our
pockets, and are able to ride in a gilt coach, with
futmen at the back ov it, as proud as the Lord Mayor
ov Lunnun.”

“By the powers! it was a lucky day for me and
Sir Terence when we tuk yer hon'r to White's Coffee-
house,” added the other. “You towld us then you
could teach us how to make a hundred guineas out ov
one, and we were fools enough not to believe you, but
now the words has come true. A few guineas has
made both our fortins.”

“I am rejoiced to hear of your success,” replied
Law. “But pray sit down, and tell me all about it.”

“I thank your lordship,” replied Sir Terence, “but
Sir Patrick and myself couldn't think of sitting down
in your presence. Your lordship must know, then,
that all Lunnun has been ringin’ for the last six
months wi’ your wonderful doings, and in coorse we
couldn’t help hearin’ ov 'em, so says I to my mate,
‘Pat,” says I, ‘may I nivir taste usquebaugh agin if
the great Mister Laa they talk so much about ain't
the jontleman as we used to carry. I tell you wot it
is, Pat,’ says I, ‘I mane to go to Paris myself and see
his hon’r, and maybe he'll teach me how to make my
fortin' ‘I'll go with you,’ says he. This was aisier
said than done, and we might have tarried in Lunnun
to this blessed day, but luckily some persons ov quality
brought us wid them to Paris. Well, to make a long
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story short, on our arrival Pat and I puts our funds
together, and we finds we have jist ten guineas, and
wid this sum we goes to Mister Hopkinson, the Eng-
lish broker in the Rue Quinquagesimy, and we buys a
share of him, and so makes a start. Before an hour
we had sold that share for a hundred times what we
guv for it, so thinkin’ ourselves in a run ov luck, we
goes on buyin’ and sellin’ all day long, and all next
day, and all the day after that,. for a week. And at
the end ov that time we finds ourselves masters ov a
mint ov money. All this we owes to yer lordship.”

“Not 8o, my good friends; you owe it to your own
cleverness.”

“Divil a bit could we have made two hundred
thousand livres, if yer lordship hadn't set up this
wonderful System — a lottery in which there’s all
prizes and no blanks. Well, having got rich, we have
set up as jontlemen, have bought the finest clothes
and the handsomest periwigs to be had for money,
have taken grand rooms in an hotel in the Rue Saint
Honoré, close by, have bought a grand gilt coach, and
hired a coachman and a couple of futmen, and, in
order to get on in society, have put a handle to our
names. My friend is Sir Patrick, and I am Sir Te-
rence, at yer lordship’s sarvice.”

“By the powers! we're so transmogrified by these
Mounseers, that our own mothers wouldn't know their
sons,” cried Sir Patrick. “I am going to take a few

John Law. II. )
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lessons in dancin’ and fencin’, and then my edication
will be complait.”

“Well, my good friends, I am very glad to see
you,” observed Law, “and I must congratulate you
once more on your good luck. But the best advice
I can give you is to return to London as quickly as
you can.”

“Lunnon won't do after Paris,” remarked Sir Te-
rence. “We know when we're well off. We go daily
to the Rue Quinquagesimy, and pick up a few thousand
livres, and mighty pleasant pastime it is.”

“Take care some of the brokers there are not too
sharp for you in the end,” said Law. “Fortunes are
just as quickly lost as made. And I again strongly
recommend you to be content with what you have
gained, and to take care of it.”

“Sich advice sounds strange from yer lordship,
who has turned all the world crazy wi' speculation,”
observed Sir Terence. “But we can’t follow it.”

“Well, if you get into any difficulties, apply to
me,” said Law. “And be upon your guard, for Paris
at this moment swarms with sharpers and adventurers.
And now, my friends,” he added, touching a bell, “you
must excuse me for terminating the interview, but I
have many important matters to attend to. I am very
_glad to have seen you, and shall be happy to see you

again.”
“We won't fail to present ourselves on some other
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occasion,” said Sir Terence, “and we thank yer lord-
ship for the great kindness and condescension you have
shown us.” '

At this moment the major-domo appeared, and,
with many grotesque congees, the two knights of Saint
Patrick withdrew.

V.

How Mr. Law engaged a New Coach

Law then addressed himself once more to his
papers; but he was not allowed to remain long un-
disturbed. Thierry again appeared, and said:

“Hippolyte, the coachman, begs permission to
speak with monseigneur.”

. “Peste take him!” cried Law. “What does he
want with me? Send him to my steward, M. le Blanc.”

“Perhaps monseigneur will be good enough to
hear him. Apparently, he has a favour to ask.”

“Yes, a great favour, monseigneur,” said the coach-
man, who had followed Thierry into the room.

“Ah! you are there, Hippolyte,” cried Law. “Ap-
proach, mon ami, and tell me what you desire. But
how comes it that I find you in plain clothes? What
have you done with your livery?”

“T am come to ask monseigneur to do me the
great favour to discharge me,” replied Hippolyte.

W
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“Discharge you! No, no, mon ami — anything
but that. I am perfectly content with you, and so is
Lady Catherine, and you are an especial favourite
with Mademoiselle Law and my son.”

“I have always endeavoured to give you satisfac-
tion, monseigneur, and I am proud that my humble
services have been appreciated.”

“Then what do you complain of ?” cried Law.

“I don't complain of anything, monseigneur — far
from it,” said Hippolyte. “I couldn’t have a better
or more generous master. I would rather serve mon-
seigneur than the Regent himself.”

“In that case, why do you desire to leave me?
Without compliment, you are the best coachman in
Paris. I cannot part with you. If you want higher
wages, speak! We shan't fall out on that score.”

“Monseigneur, I repeat I am extremely concerned
to leave you. But I must go. The fact is, mon-
seigneur, I have borrowed a leaf from your book. I
have been extremely lucky in my speculations in the
Rue Quincampoix, and am rich enough to keep my
own carriage.”

“Diable! then there is no more to be said. But if
you leave me thus at a moment's notice, what the deuce
am I to do for a coachman?”

“Monseigneur, I would stay, rather than you should
be in the slightest degree inconvenienced,” replied
Hippolyte; “but I have taken care to provide a suc-
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cessor to the sidge I have vacated. Will it please you
to see him?”

And as Law nodded, he went to the door, and in-
troduced two well-grown men, both evidently of his
own late vocation.

“Voild! Auguste, monseigneur,” he said, indicating
the foremost of them. ‘“He has lived four years with
the Duc de Bouillon. This young man is André,
monseigneur,” pointing to the other. “He has lived
with the Prince de Soubise. I can confidently recom-
mend them both.”

“I am obliged to you for your consideration, M.
Hippolyte,” said Law; “but you have gone beyond the
mark. I don't require two coachmen.”

“Oh! that is quite understood, monseigneur,” re-*
turned Hippolyte. “Select whichever you prefer. I
will take the other.”

“Well, then, my ‘choice falls upon André,” said Law.

“I shall be proud to serve you, monseigneur,” said
the fortunate individual, bowing, “and I dont think
you will regret the choice you have made.”

“Your wages will be the same as those of M. Hip-
polyte,” said Law. “But you must enter upon your
duties at once.”

“I will explain all to him, monseigneur,” replied
the ci-devant coachman.

And, bowing respectfully, he retired with the two
candidates for the box.
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VI

More Old Acquaintances.

ENxTRANCE could not be obtained to the vestibule
of the Hotel Law without a considerable fee to the
tall Swiss porters stationed there. Another heavy fee
was required by the lacqueys stationed at the doors
of the ante-chamber; and a third and yet larger fee
would alone induce the major-domo, Thierry, to convey
a message to his master.

When the doors of the ante-chamber were at last

" opened, the scene was most extraordinary. The crowd,
"consisting almost entirély of persons of the highest
rank, princes, dukes, peers, marshals, generals, pre-
lates, duchesses, peeresses, and other ladies, distin-
guished for beauty as for birth who had been waiting
for hours, all flocked in to pay their court to Law,
and solicit shares and subscriptions from him. Some-
times the ladies completely surrounded him, and would
not let him go till they had obtained compliance with
their requests.

Audiences like these, which, as we have said,
outshone those of the Palais Royal in number and
importance of the company, might be gratifying te
Law’s vanity, but they soon became wearisome and
almost intolerable, and had it not been to please Lady |
Catherine, he would have put an end to them.
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On the morning when the two Irishmen, by dint
of a heavy bribe to Thierry, managed to gain access
to Law, there was a great crowd, almost entirely com-
posed of ladies of rank, in the ante-chamber. Many °
of them had come at an early hour, and their patience -
had been severely tried. At last the doors were
thrown open by Thierry and the other valets, and
‘Law, with Lady Catherine, their youthful son, Ma-
demoiselle Law, and Colombe, were discovered in the
inner salon.

A general rush towards Law was made by the
ladies, but he checked their advance by exclaiming,
“You are too late, mesdames — you are too late.
The subscription-list is closed. Not a single share is
left.”

At this announcement murmurs of disappointment
arose from them all, but they were presently consoled
by Law, who told them that a new issue of shares
would be made in a week, and that all their names
should be placed on the list.

“You have only to inscribe them in the visitors’
book before you leave, and they shall be transferred
to the register,” he said. .

Satisfied by this assurance, they hastened to make
their reverences to Lady Catherine Law, bending be-
fore her, and kissing her hand as if she were a queen,
complimenting Mademoiselle Law and Colombe, and
bestowing marks of admiration on the great financier's
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son, then a pretty boy of twelve. This done, they
hurried away to inscribe their names as directed — a
process which could not be accomplished without an-
other fee. '

So anxious were these titled dames to be first on
the list, that the room was quickly cleared, and at
length only one lady was left.

Though she could no longer be called young, being
about the same age as Lady Catherine herself, this
lady was still very handsome, and of distinguished
appearance and manner. Her attire was of the latest
Parisian mode, and of extreme richness, but it was
easy to see she was an Englishwoman. With her
were two gentlemen, well dressed and of polished
manners, but unmistakably from the same country as
herself.

“Voila! une belle dame Anglaise, maman,” whis-
pered Catherine Law, as the lady approached.

Up to this moment, Lady Catherine had paid no
attention whatever to the lady in question, but she now
regarded her, and the moment she did so, a sudden
change came over her countenance.

On her part, the lady, who had been led on by
one of the gentlemen, stood still, and after a moment’s
pause, during which Lady Catherine gazed at her as
if she beheld a ghost, she said in low, familiar accents
which vibrated through her hearer’s frame, “Don’t
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you know me, Kate? Don't you recognise your own
Belinda?”

With an irrepressible cry of surprise and delight,
Lady Catherine, who was seated on a large fauteuil,
sprang to her feet, and tenderly embraced her. Still
she could scarcely believe that she held her long-lost
friend in her arms, and once more keenly scrutinised
her features.

“Yes, yes, I can no longer doubt,” she cried. “I
see it is my beloved Belinda, whom I have so long
mourned as dead. Welcome back to life, my dearest
friend! — welcome to your ever constant Kate, who
has never ceased to think of you — never ceased to
deplore your supposed tragical fate. Ah! why, dearest
Belinda, why have you allowed me to shed so many
useless tears? But I am too happy now to reproach
you. But where is my husband?”

“He is here,” replied Law, who had been roused
by Lady Catherine’s cry of astonishment; “and he is
as much amazed as yourself at this wonderful revival.
But are you really alive, madam?” he added to Belinda.
“You certainly look like flesh and blood, and yet you
ought to be a spirit.”

“You will find me much the same Belinda as of
old,” she replied; “but if you persist in thinking, in
spite of all evidence to the contrary, that I belong to
the world of spirits, I must bring forward my husband
to vouch for me that I am a living woman.” :
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“I will vouch for it,” said the personage appealed
to, who was no other than the Hon. Charles Carring-
ton, saluting Law and Lady Catherine. “If you are
a ghost, you are a very charming one.”

“I am lost in wonder!” exclaimed Law. ‘“How-
ever, my amazement must not prevent me from ex-
pressing the pleasure I feel at meeting my friends
again. I am delighted to see you, Carrington, and
you, too, Sir Harry Archer,” he added, shaking hands
heartily with them both.

“And now, Belinda,” said Lady Catherine to her
friend, “you must gratify my curiosity, and let me
know by what means you escaped the dreadful fate
intended for yom by your jealous monster of a hus-
band. All the world thought you had perished by
poison.”

“Luckily, the potion administered to me by Mr.
Wilson was a powerful opiate, and not a poisenous
mixture,” replied Belinda; ‘“but I fear he intended to
kill me. Such was the effect of the draught, that
animation was suspended for more than two days, and
all thought me lifeless, and even the coroner himself,
and the surgeon who accompanied him, came to the
same conclusion. And now comes the strangest part
of my strange story. The coroner’s dreadful business
over — fortunately, I was unconscious of it — orders
were given for my immediate interment, and I was
actually placed in my coffin.”



JOHN LAW. 75

“I saw you laid in it, my love,” exclaimed Lady
Catherine, with a thrill of horror, “and thought, while
kissing your cold, pale brow, that I was bidding you
an eternal adieu.”

“Friends do not often meet again on earth after
such a parting,” said Belinda. “On that very night
the soporific effect of the potion passed away, and the
death-like lethargy, in which my senses had been so
long wrapped, fled. I heaved a sigh, and slightly
stirred, but both sigh and movement reached the ears
of my faithful and sorrowing Martha, who watched by
her mistress, and, though frightened at first, she soon
_ascertained that I was living, and released me. Had
my restoration been delayed for a few hours longer, I
should have only escaped one frightful death to meet
another yet more terrible. But I was saved.”

“Go on — I can scarcely breathe,” cried Lady
Catherine.

“By Martha'’s attentions I was soon brought com-
pletely to myself, and made acquainted with all that
occurred,” pursued Belinda; “but the shock well-nigh
bereft me of my senses again. Yet, even while I was
in that state, a strange idea crossed me. I felt sick of
the world, and, as it supposed me dead, no one but
Martha should know that I was still living. I com-
municated my design to her. She endeavoured to
dissuade me from it, but at last yielded to my entreaties,
and at my request bore me to her own room, and
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placed me in her own bed. This done, she returned,
and filled the coffin with some lumber — what, I know
not, but it answered the purpose, and imposed upon
the men, who next morn fastened the coffin down.
The funeral ceremony then took place; the coffin with
its contents were entombed, and I had disappeared
from the world.”

“A strange story indeed!” exclaimed Lady Ca-
therine. “But what happened next?”

“As soon as I could do so with safety, I withdrew
into the country with Martha, and took a pretty cottage
near Windsor, where I lived in perfect retirement for
several years, happier than I had ever been since my
marriage, and scarcely regretting the world I had
quitted. If I could have seen you, Kate, I should
have been perfectly content, but you had left England
with your husband. I had taken all my jewels with
me, and the sale of these useless ornaments supplied
me with ample funds. I have said I was happy in
my little cottage, and so I was; and I might have been
there still, had not chance brought Charles Carrington
into the neighbourhood. We met. An explanation
ensued, and, after many entreaties, Charlie prevailed
upon me to appear in the world again. Six months
ago we were married. Now you have the whole of my
history.”

“Let me add, Lady Catherine,” said Carrington,
“that my wife would never let me rest till I agreed to
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bring her to Paris to see you and Mr. Law. So here
we are.” ‘

“And enchanted I am to see you,” cried Lady
Catherine. “But why didn’t you write to me, Be-
linda?”

“Because I wished to give you an agreeable sur-
prise. You know I'm a very odd person, Kate.”

VIL

The Earl of Islay and Lord Belbaven.

“An! how little you are altered, Belinda!” Lady
Catherine exclaimed, steadfastly regarding the features
of her long-lost friend. “It is fifteen years since we
met — quite a life — and yet you are just the same —
just the same!”

“If you are changed at all, Kate, it is for the
better,” replied Belinda, tenderly squeezing the other’s
hand, and looking into her face, as she spoke. *I
declare you are handsomer than ever.”

“Flatterer!” cried Lady Catherine. “But I must
introduce my children to you,” she added, presenting
them, : '

“I think I should have known them anywhere,
from their likeness to Mr. Law,” said Belinda, tenderly
embracing them. “But who is this?” she added,
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glancing at Colombe. “Is it not Mademoiselle La-
borde?”

“It is,” replied Lady Catherine, very much sur-
prised. “But how comes it that you have made such
a good guess? Have you heard of Colombe before?”

“I have,” replied Belinda, smiling. “Only a few
days before we left London, my husband received a
letter in which a great deal was said about her.”

“You hear that, Colombe?” said Lady Catherine,
turning to her. “Mrs. Carrington says that some one
has written about you to her husband.”

“And in very rapturous terms, too, I can assure
you, mademoiselle,” said Belinda; “though I must say,
now I have the pleasure of seeing you, that the praises
lavished upon your beauty were richly deserved. And
if your looks don’t belie you, you must be quite as
amiable as you have been represented.”

“A truce to this nonsense, Belinda. You'll turn
her head,” observed Lady Catherine. ‘“She doesn't
know you as well as I do.”

“She will know me better by-and-by, I hope,” ob-
served Belinda. “Can't you guess who wrote the letter?”
she added to Colombe, who blushed deeply.

“I can,” interposed little Kate. “It was Mr. Evelyn
Harcourt.”

“Quite right, my dear, it was Mr. Harcourt,” re-
plied Belinda, smiling. “I must explain to you, ma-
demoiselle,” she added to Colombe, “that Evelyn is
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my husband’s cousin. We have seen him since our
arrival in Paris. You won't wonder, now, that I take
an interest in you. I hope we shall be great friends.”

“I hope so indeed, madame,” replied Colombe,
timidly.

“Now I have found you again, after all these
years, I shall not speedily part with you, depend upon
it, Belinda,” said Lady Catherine. ‘“You and your
husband must take up your quarters with us. We have
plenty of room for you in this large hotel. Mr.Law, I
am sure, will second my invitation.”

“That I do, with all my heart,” he rejoined. “You
must come, Carrington. Neither Lady Catherine nor
myself will take a refusal. My house, my servants,
and my carriages shall be entirely at your disposal,
and you shall do just as you please. I can't promise
you much of my own company, for, as you may sup-
pose, I am greatly occupied, but I will give you every
moment I can spare. You, too, Sir Harry,” he added
to Archer, “must consider my house your home during
your stay in Paris.”

The invitation was far too agreeable to Belinda
and her husband to be declined, and Lady Catherine
and Law were proposing various plans for the amuse-
ment of their friends, when Thierry entered, and said
that two gentlemen begged an interview with Mr. Law.

“I am unable to give their names,” added Thierry,
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“but one of them says he is a Scottish kinsman of
monseigneur.”

“A Secottish kinsman, eh! — a cousin twenty times
removed, in all probability,” laughed Law. “Waell,
admit them.”

Shortly afterwards, Thierry ushered in two per-
sonages, in the foremost of whom — a plainly-dressed
gentleman of unassuming manner, and with features
that proclaimed his Scottish origin — Law recognised
the Earl of Islay.

“Ah! my dear lord!” exclaimed Law, stepping for-
ward to greet him. “This is a most unexpected plea-
sure. I had not heard of your arrival in Paris.”

“It is scarcely likely you could have done, sir,”
replied the earl, “for I have not been here many hours.
Like all the rest of the world, I have come to pay my
court to you. But allow me to present my friend,
Lord Belhaven, one of the gentlemen of the bed-
chamber to his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales.
His lordship is charged with a special mission to you,”
he added, as bows were exchanged between Law and
the handsome and distinguished-looking nobleman in
question.

“A mission from his royal highness, I presume,”
observed Law, with a smile. “I can guess its import.
If I am not mistaken, the Prince of Wales desires to
speculate in our funds. We have emigsaries from
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every sovereign, and every potentate, in Europe, but
it is clearly impossible to oblige them all.”

“I will not affect for a moment to disguise the ob-
ject of my mission to you, Mr. Law,” replied Lord
Belhaven. “As you have surmised, it does relate to
the Compagnie des Indes, in which his royal highness
is desirous of purchasing shares.”

“I felt sure of it,” thought Law. “I need scarcely
say I shall feel proud to afford his royal highness all
the facilities in my power. The present subscription
is quite full, but the prince shall have some of my
own shares, and on the next issue I shall be able to do
better for him.” .

“Your compliance with his wishes will be duly
appreciated by the prince, Mr. Law,” said Lord
Belhaven; “and you may rely upon it, he will not
forget the obligation. I have some other matters to
say to you, but these must be deferred to a more con-
venient opportunity.”

The two noblemen were then presented to Lady
Catherine, and while they were talking to her lady-
ship, Law asked Belinda if she had any curiosity to
vigit the Rue Quincampoix, informing her that the
young king was going there privately on the following
day, in company with the Regent.

“If you would like to go, Lady Catherine will
take you,” he added. “I shall be in attendance mpon
his youthful majesty, and may, perhaps, have an op~

John Law. II. "6
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portunity of presenting you to him. But that I can-
not promise.. I will promise, however, that you shall
be in the same house with him.”

“Oh! that will be delightful,” cried Belinda. “I
am dying to see the Rue Quincampoix. I am told it
is the most extraordinary sight in Paris — that the
crowds are wonderful — and it will be an additional
gratification to see the yomung king. I hope Charlie
. and Sir Harry may be of the party.”

“Of course,” replied Law. “I don’t mean to
separate you from your husband, and Sir Harry is
naturally included in the arrangement.”

Hearing what was said, the Earl of Islay re-
marked that the temptation was so great that he would
venture to ask Lady Catherine’s permission to join her
party.

“Oh! by all means,” replied she, “and I trust
Lord Belhaven will likewise favour us with his com-
pany.” :
“Nothing will give me greater pleasure,” said his
lordship, bowing. “I am as curious as all the rest of
the world to see the famous Rue Quincampoix, and
shall be dehghted to go thither under such favourable
circumstances.”

Just then Thierry entered, to inform his master
that the carriage was ready, whereupon, apologising to
his friends for leaving them, and explaining that he
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had to attend a meeting of the directors of the Com-
pany at the Hotel de Nevers, Law quitted the room. -

As he descended to the vestibule, one of the Swiss
porters informed him that a carriage with a lady in-
side it — “a middle-aged lady,” said the Swiss — had
been standing near the porte-cochére since an early
hour in the morning.

“I have peremptorily refused the lady admittance,”
said the Swiss; “but she is there still. Her manner
is so strange, that I think she cannot be in her right
mind.”

On hearing this, Law went to the gate. The Swiss
porter’s information proved correct. A handsome car-
riage, provided with a pair of fine horses, was stand-
ing at a little distance from the entrance of the hotel.
Inside it was a lady, richly dressed, but with no pre-
tension either to youth or beauty. Her features were
quite unknown to Law. No sooner, however, did he
show himself, than, being descried by the lady, she
thrust her head and shoulders out of the carriage
window, and screamed to the coachman,

“There is M. Law! Don't you see him? Do as
I bade you, drble! — quick! — quick!”

Upon this, to Law’s infinite surprise and conster-
nation, the coachman lashed his horses furiously, and
driving the carriage against a high stone placed at
the edge of the pavement near the entrance of the

porte-cochére, instantly overturned the vehicle.
6*
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Law flew to the poor lady’s assistance, and suc-
ceeded in extricating her from the carriage, which
luckily had not sustained much damage, and was
soon set right by the Swiss porters, who now rushed
forth.
Meanwhile, after conveying the lady into the
vestibule, and offering her a seat, Law inquired with
much solicitude whether she had sustained any injury,
upon which she replied that she was only a little
shaken,

“To confess the truth, M. Law,” she added, “I
have tried in vain to obtain admittance to you, and
so was obliged to have recourse to this stratagem. I
hope you will pardon me, and let me have fifty
shares.”

“Well, madam,” replied Law, laughing, “since you
have incurred all this risk, you shall not go away
empty-handed.”

And taking out his porte-feuille, he gave her the
shares she required.
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VIIL

The Hbtel de Louisiane.

Noon, and the Rue Quincampoix at its height.

From the iron grille at the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher,
where persons of quality were alone admitted, to the
gate at the Rue-aux-Ours, where the commonalty en-
tered, every inch of ground was occupied — the crowd,
as usual, being composed of all ranks of society, mingled
together without distinction.

An astounding hubbub prevailed, above which rose
cries from brokers, jobbers, and hawkers that would
have been perfectly unintelligible to any save the
initiated. Récépissés, actions of all kinds, Méres,
Filles, Petites Filles, Cinq Cents — all were offered,
and all greedily purchased. Porte-feuilles stuffed with
billets de banque were quickly emptied, and often as
quickly replenished; but gold was in disfavour, and
silver scornfully rejected. Generally the transactions
were very noisily conducted, and much wrangling
ensued, but all serious disputes were instantly checked.

In the balconies of several of the houses on either
side of the narrow street sat well-dressed ladies, who
appeared to take a lively interest in the proceedings
of the tumultuous crowd below. Some of these ladies

.
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had little tablets in their hands, like modern betting-
books, in which they entered bargains, and shares were
handed to them by the Mississippians with whom they
dealt, by means of a slit wand. Colporteurs were con-
tinually pushing through the crowd, holding up placards,
and bawling .out Monseigneur Law's last arrét. All
the bureaux swarmed with customers, and the demand
for seats was so great that the lucky cobbler, who had
fitted up his little shed as an office, obtained fifty livres
for each of his chairs.

A novel, but as it turned out very lucrative, trade
had been called into action by the exigencies of the
Mississippians. A singular little hunchback, whose real
name was Thibaut, but who was nicknamed Atsop,
had made a good deal of money by selling pencils and
pocket-books, when the idea occurred to him to turn his
rounded shoulders to account, by offering them as a
table to those who desired to note down their opera-
tions. At first the astute hunchback was content with
a single livre for this accommodation, but he speedily
raised his terms, and in the end realised 150,000 livres
by the business. Little Alsop’s success naturally ex-
cited rivalry, but the only person who could compete
with him was an old soldier, named Martial, re-
markable for the breadth of his omoplate.

- .All the cafés and other receptacles were thronged.
In the Hotel de Louisiane — as the principal tavern
in the Rue Quincampoix was denominated — in a

|
|
|
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room on the rez-de-chaussée, the windows of which
looked upon the street, on the morning in question sat
three gaily-attired Mississippians. The remains of a
déjefiner & la fourchette, served at the rate of three
hundred livres a head, intermingled with three or four
empty bottles of champagne and burgundy, lay before
them on the table. They were now assisting digestion
with fragrant coffee from the Ile de Bourbon, and if
smoking had been in vogue as in our own days, no
doubt each galliard would have had a cigar between
his lips. The three Mississippians were the Comte de
Horn, the Chevalier d'Etampes, and Captain de
Mille.

“Corblen! the Rue Quincampoix is a charming
place,” said De Mille. ‘“Here we meet all the pretty
women of Paris, and may accost a duchess just as
familiarly as a fille de 'Opéra. That's its chief at-
traction with me.”

“Baste!” exclaimed D’Etampes. “Say what you
please, the chief attraction of the street with you, as
with every one else who frequents it, is stock-jobbing.
We are all become stock-jobbers, and, till I tasted
this new pleasure, I didn’t know what excitement
really is.”

“True,” observed De Mille. *Stock-jobbing con-
ducted in this manner, with pretty women for dealers,
is my idea of Elysium. I hope it may last for ever.
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M. Law is a great man — a very great man. We owe
all this to him.. He has created this wonderful street.
He has brought all these people together. He has
filled our pockets with money — trebled our means of
enjoyment — given us all the luxuries we formerly
sighed for in vain. M. Law, I repeat, is a very great
man. May he live for ever, and go on perpetually
issuing fresh shares!”

“And may we be here to buy them!” cried De
Horn, laughing. “What a marvellous invention is
paper-money. I'm astonished it was never found out
before.”

“I never thought I should live to despise gold,”
said D'Etampes; “but I now look with contempt upon
a louis d'or.”

“Keep your porte-feuille well stuffed with billets
de banque — that's the plan,” observed De Mille.
“But, as De Horn truly observed, this paper-money is
a wonderful invention, and its introduction proves M.
Law to be a man of real genius. Why! it has made
all Paris rich. And as to the Mississippians, their
luxury is incredible. If they have the faculty of
making money quickly, they also know how to spend
it quickly. Talk of the Regent's suppers, they are all
very well, but a real orgie can only be given by a
Mississippian of the first water.”

“If we make a million, as I feel sure we shall,
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we'll have an orgie worthy of Belshazzar,” cried De
Horn. “A propos of suppers, how did Cossard entertain
you yesterday?” )

“Superbly,” replied De Mille. “You know he has
bought a delicious maison de plaisance in the Rue de
Charonne. The house is perfection — the vestibule
painted by Watteau, and every room as exquisitely
furnished as a salon in the Palais Royal. The supper
was served on a table A ressort, which rose before us
as we entered the banquet-chamber. Scented tapers
lighted up the glittering plate and crystal glasses with
which the board was loaded. The choicest flowers
diffused their odours around. Never was there such a
repast for luxury and prodigality. Every dish might
have been ordered by Lucullus, and the wines were
positive nectar. Strains of soft music proceeded from
an unseen orchestra, but did not interrupt the conver-
sation. In short, it ‘was the supper of a Sybarite, and
nothing was wanting, except a little less restraint, but
a8 M. Law and Lady Catherine were among the guests,
the utmost decorum was observed.”

“That would not have suited me,” remarked De
Horn. “I like the abandon of the Regent’s suppers.” '

“I hope Cossard will soon give another entertain-
ment, and invite me to it,” remarked D’Etampes.
“But all the Mississippians live like princes.”

“Of what use is money save to purchase enjoy-
ment?” said De Mille. “Thousands are now living in
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riot and prodigality who a few months ago had scarcely
the means of existence. Marvellous are the changes
wrought by the great enchanter at the head of affairs.
By a single stroke of his wand he has turned a foot-
man into a lord, and a chambermaid into a fine lady.
Lacqueys and coachmen now ride in their own car-
riages.”

“Excusez, mon cher, they don’t always ride inside
them,” interrupted D’Etampes, with a laugh. “It is
true they have grand equipages, but they can't forget
old habits, and not unfrequently mount the box or get
up behind. A lady told me that on entering the par-
terre at the Opéra the other night, she met her cuisiniére
far more splendidly dressed than herself, and covered
with diamonds.”

“The freaks and follies of these newly-enriched
common folks are ridiculous in the highest degree,”
laughed De Horn. “Not knowing what to do with
their money, they play at ducks and drakes with it.
But let us go out and transact a little business. I
must go to our broker, Papillon. I've got some cing
cents to sell. Won't you come, De Mille?”

“I'll join you presently,” he replied. “I expect
Cossard, and must wait for him.” :

De Horn and D’Etampes then quitted the room,
leaving De Mille alone. Shortly afterwards, Cossard
made his appearance, and said, hurriedly,
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“Now is the time for the execution of our project.
Evelyn Harcourt will be here presently. He has got
fifty méres to sell. Each share is worth twelve thousand
livres, but I have so managed the market that they
hgve fallen to three thousand. Buy his shares at that
price, and pay him with flles.”

“Good. How many filles must I give him?”

“Twenty,” replied Cossard. ‘“Leave the rest to me.”

At this moment Evelyn appeared at the open
window, and, on seeing him, De Mille called out:

“Bonjour, M. Harcourt. Can we do any business
together to-day?”

“Will you buy any actions d’'Occident?” responded
Evelyn. “I have fifty to sell.”

“They have fallen a fourth, but I w111 give you
twenty filles for them,” said De Mille. “Pray come in.”

Evelyn complied, and after a little bargaining the
exchange was made. Scarcely was it concluded than
loud shouts were heard in the street announcing a change
of some kind.

“What has happened, M. Fagon?” asked Cossard
of a man who was standing at the window.

“The filles have gone down," replied this individual, -
who was Cossard’s secret agent. ‘“The market has been
suddenly inundated with them.”

“How much have they fallen?” demanded Cossard.

“Two-thirds,” replied Fagon, “and they are hkely
to fall still lower.”
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“I will give you ten petites filles for your twenty
filles, M. Harcourt,” said De Mille.

* “That is too much, you ought only to give seven,”
observed Cossard.

“No matter — shall we deal, sir?” said De Mille,
taking the shares from his pocket-book.

Evelyn assented, and a fresh exchange was made.

“The fluctuations in the market are unaccountable
to-day,” remarked Cossard. “I never knew anything
like it. Sacrebleu! what’s that?” he cried, as another
great disturbance was heard in the street.

“The filles are down now — one half,” replied
Fagon. “But the méres have risen prodigiously,” he
added. “They are now at twelve thousand livres.”

“I can't comprehend why they have so suddenly
got into favour again,” said Cossard.

At this moment the Comte de Horn and D'Etampes
rushed into the room in a state of great excitement.

“Everything is falling!” cried De Horn. “We shall
all be ruined. The cing cents are down — and so are
the filles and the petites filles.”

“But the méres are up,” said Cossard.

“True,” replied De Horn; “but, unluckily, mine
are gone.”

“So are mine,” said Evelyn. “I have just sold
fifty to Captain de Mille.”

“You shall have ten of them back again for twenty
cing cents,” said De Mille.
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“Agreed,” cried Evelyn, handing him the twenty
shares, and receiving ten others in return.

‘While De Horn was declaiming against the stock-
jobbers, to whose discreditable manceuvres he attributed
the extraordinary changes that had just occurred, Fagon
called out,

“Another change, messieurs!”

“What now?” demanded Cossard.

“The méres are declining again, and the cing cents,
the filles, and the petites filles are rising.”

“Diable!” cried Cossard. “You are unlucky to-
day, M. Harcourt.”

At this moment, the attention of all the party in
the room was attracted by a brawl .in the street, and
rushing to the open window to ascertain the cause of
the disturbance, they found that a conflict was taking
place between two richly-dressed individuals, who were
defending themselves with their canes against half a
dozen assailants, some of whom had drawn their
swords. Such was the quickness and dexterity of the
two persons in question, who were evidently adepts at
single-stick — a mode of fighting little practised at
that ‘time in Paris — that they not only managed to
keep off their assailants, but, by well-applied blows on
the arm, compelled three or four of them to drop their
blades. From the wild shouts and peculiar mode of
fighting of the two principal personages in this unequal
conflict, Evelyn knew they must be Irishmen, and
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feeling sure they would be speedily worsted, he shouted
out to them to seek refuge in the tavern.

The Irishmen acted at once upon the hint. Clearing
off their nearest opponents by some well-directed blows,
they rushed towards the open window of the tavern,
and sprang actively through it. In another moment
the window was beset by a farious crowd, all loudly
demanding that -the fugitives should.be given up to
them, while several of them tried to get in at the
window. Evelyn, however, with the Comte de Horn
and the others, resisted their entrance, and luckily at
this moment half a dozen archers came up, and quelled
the disturbance.

IX,

Rooks and Pigeons.

Peace being thus restored, the two Irishmen, who
had retired to the back of the room, came forward,
and made their best bows to the company, but in such
a grotesque style as to excite the laughter of all those
who beheld them.

“Who the deuce are these originals?” asked De
Mille of Evelyn. “They appear to be countrymen of
yours.” _ :

“I have no sort of acquaintance with them,” re-
plied Evelyn. “They look like parvenus. May I
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venture to ask your names, gentlemen?” he added to
the Irishmen. “If I am not mistaken, you are both
from the Sister Isle?”

“Yer hon'r is right,” replied Sir Terence. “This
jontleman is Sir Patrick Molloy, and I am Sir Terence
O'Flaherty, at yer hon’r's sarvice. Mighty glad we
are to meet wid a fellow-countryman on an occasion
like the present, and greatly obleeged we are to yer
hon'r, as well as to the rest of the hon'r’ble company,
for affordin’ us an asylum. If we might make so bould,
we should be delighted to prove our gratitude by
trating the company to a glass of wine.”

Evelyn having communicated Sir Terence's wishes
to the others, De Mille at once called out,

“Accept his offer by all means. Something may
be done with these fools,” he added, in an under tone,
to De Horn.

“You thipk s0?” said De Horn.

“T'm sure of it,” replied the other. And, going to
the door, he opened it, and called out, “Hola, mon
héte! — Rossignol, I say!”

“Voild, messieurs, voila,” replied the cabaretier, in-
stantly making his appearance.

“Here is the host,” observed Evelyn to Sir Terence.
“What orders do you desire to give him?”

“Bid him bring half a dozen of the best wine his
house can farnish,” replied the Irishman.

This order being conveyed to Rossignol, he observed,
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“Is the gentleman aware that the best vin de Bor-
deaux costs fifty livres a bottle?”

On this being made known to Sir Terence, he
called out, angrily,

“Wot's that he says? — fifty livres a bottle! By
the powers! it ought to be good at the price. But
what d'ye stand starin’ at, ye ugly spalpeen?” he
added to Rossignol, who of course did not comprehend
a word he said. “Be off, and fetch the wine. Divil
take you! do you think I can't pay for it?” But find-
ing that the host did not move, he produced a bulky
porte-feuille, from which he took a note, calling out,
a8 he flourished it before Rossignol's eyes, “Here's a
billy for five thousand livres. Will that pay you?”

“A Tinstant, monsieur — & Il'instant!” cried the
host, disappearing.

“I thought the rascal would understand what this
meant,” observed Sir Terence, with a laugh, as he:
replaced the note in his porte-feuille.

“Bedad! I hope I haven't lost my pocket-book in
the scrimmage,” cried Sir Patrick. “No, it's here
safe enough,” he added, taking it out and examin-
ing it.

“Both these boobies have well-filled portefeuilles,”
remarked De Mille to the Comte de Horn. “We must
contrive to empty them.”

“Sur ma foi, fortune seems to have thrown them
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in our way,” rejoined De Horn, in the same tone.
“What a pity it is they can’t speak French.”

“Oh, they can talk well enough for our purpose,”
-8aid De Mille. ‘“Besides, M. Harcourt will act-as in-
terpreter.” ‘

“With so much money about you as you appear to
have, gentlemen,” observed Evelyn to the two Irishmen,
“you ought to avoid getting into brawls. There are
plenty of cut-purses in the crowd, and it is well you
have not got your pockets picked.”

“By the powers! we must be more careful in
fature,” said Sir Terence. “Divil a bit did we mane
to git into a row at all, but was goin’ about like paice-
able folk, meddlin’ wi' no man, when our English
broker comes up to us, and, says he, ‘I'll bring you
to a customer who'll sell you some shares’ So we
Plshes our way through the crowd, until we comes
right opposite to this tavern, and there, sure enough,
we finds our customer standin’ beside the little hunch-
back — Teebow they calls him, though he ain’t much
of a beau — who lets out his hump as a writin’-desk
to the Mississippians. Well, a bargain was struck,
and our broker was jist makin’' a note of the trans-
action on little Teebow’s back, when up comes two or
three tall swaggerin’ fellows, and without sayin’ by
-yer lave, knocks him and the dwarf over togither.
This makes the saucy blades laugh heartily, but Pat
and I soon- stops their fun, for quick as lightnin' we

Jokn Law. II.
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brings down our sticks on their showlders — whack!
— whack! ‘How d'ye like it?’ says I, givin' the
fellow nearest me a smart crack on the crown. ‘That'll
tache ye manners next time.’ Well, he didn’t seem to
like it at all, but grinned like a bah-boon, and began
to saacre and swear like a trooper. So I gives him
another gentle tap on the sconce, but instead of pacifyin’
him, it makes him swear like ten thousand divils just
let loose. Out flies his toastin’-fork; and he would
have spitted me in a trice if I hadn’t bin too sharp for
him, and made him drop his weep'n. Jist then Sir
Patrick roars out for help, and, turnin’ round, I finds
him hard pressed by three or four ruffians. ‘Och,
murder, my jewell’ cries I, ‘I'll be with you in a
jiffy.” So I lays about me right and left like a thrasher,
and soon clears a way to Sir Patrick; and then we
stands back to back, and bids defiance to the whéle
host ov ’em. However, with sich odds against us we
must soon have got the worst ov it, if we hadn’t found
shelter here — thanks be to yer hon’r and the noble
company. Ah, here comes the wine.”

As he spoke, Rossignol made his appearance, fol-
lowed by a gargon bearing the wine.

The table was then quickly cleared by the active
host and .his equally active attendant of the empty
flasks and the débris of the déjefiner. Fresh glasses
were brought, and a couple of corks drawn. The wine
was then tasted by Sir Terence, who smacked his lips
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over it and pronounced it excellent, and he then pro-
ceeded to fill to the brim all the glasses of the com-
pany, bowing to each as he fulfilled his task. - After
raising the glass to his lips, but without drinking a
drop, Cossard rose, and, apologising for retiring, quitted
the room. Evelyn was about to follow his example,
but De Mille begged him to stay & few moments,
saying,

“If you leave us, M. Harcourt, we shan't be able
to converse with our new friends.” '

The Irishmen also besought him so earnestly to
remain, that he could not refuse compliance. How-
ever, not all the entreaties of Sir Terence could induce
him to empty his glass. De Mille and the others, who
were of far less temperate habits, showed no such
reluctance, but drank as freely as the Irishmen them-
selves, and, in a very short space of time, four out of
the six bottles were emptied. Conversation was carried
on between the Irishmen and the others through the
medium of Evelyn, who good-naturedly consented to
act as interpreter, and as the generous wine loosened
the tongue of Sir Terence, who was the chief speaker,
he became more and more communicative, detailed the
interview which he and Sir Patrick had had with the
great Mr. Law, boasted of their gilt coach and foot-
men, and invited all the company to visit them at the
Hbtel de la Régence, in the Rue Saint Honoré.

“Be good enough to tell the gentlemen, M. Har-
T
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court,” said De Mille, glancing, as he spoke, expres-
sively at the two Irishmen, ‘“that the Comte de Horn,
the Chevalier D’Etampes, and myself, Captain de
Mille, are enchanted to make their acquaintance —
say ‘enchanted,” if you please, M. Harcourt. Add,
that we shall do ourselves the honour of calling upon
them at their hotel, and shall always be delighted —
pray say ‘delighted,’ M. Harcourt — to see them at
the Hotel de Flandre. Do not omit to say that we
are infinitely obliged — ‘infinitely,’ if you please, M.
Harcourt — by their proposal to lend us their car-
riage, and we shall not hesitate to avail ourselves of
their polite offer.”

When this was conveyed to the two Irishmen by
Evelyn, they both arose and bowed with ludicrous
ceremoniousness to De Mille and the others, who, in
order to humour the jest, rose likewise, and bowed
with mock formality in return.

“I am ashamed to put you to so much trouble, M.
Harcourt,” said De Mille, apologetically, “but my
disgraceful ignorance of your language leaves me no
alternative. We all come to the Rue Quincampoix
with one object, namely, to buy or sell shares. Will
you ask our new friends whether they are disposed to
sell or buy? I can meet them in either way.”

This question being put by Evelyn, Sir Terence
immediately replied,

“Bedad, I'm always ready for bis'mess. Ask the

g
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" capt'n if he has any ‘daughters s.nﬂ granddaughteri‘
for sale.” S
‘Whereunto, on the question being’ pmpounded to
him, De Mille replied that he had ten filled dnd twice
as many petites filles, for each of which ﬁa gxpected
ten thousand livres. -
“Jist the sort ov fam'ly I should like to poseessu .

I'll take 'em at the price,” replied Sir Terence, px'eai .
ducing his big pocket-book, and counting out thirty - -

billets de banque, each worth ten thousand livres.
“But all these girls ought to have a ‘mother’ to take
care of them,” he added, with a laugh. “Has the
capt’n got one? And, if so, wot's her valley?”

De Mille replied that he had a “mother” — more
than one, indeed — as many as ten — but he could
not part with them under twelve thousand hvres —
with a premiwm, )

“The owld ladies stands higher in the market
than their daughters, since they commands a pre-
mium,” observed Sir Terence. “They're too dear
for me.” ’

“I'll take ’em, capt'm,” said Sir Patrick, bringing
out his pocket-book, “and as many more as you like
to sell.”

As soon as this little transaction was concluded,
a fresh bottle of wine was opened, and all the glasses,
except Evelyn's, replenished.

“Permit me, jontlemen, to propose a toast,” said
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Sir Terence, getfmd‘ up, glass in hand. “As 8ir Pa-
trick and mysél¢ ‘owes our fortins to Mr. Law, we
ought not $v ontit drinkin’ his very good health on an
occa.smn'l.ke'the present. Here's Mr. Law! and long
life t5 ~h1m!” he added, draining his glass to the last
drop. -
. ¥Mr. Law, and long life to him!” cried Sir Patnck,
L followmg his example.

“A la santé de Monseigneur Law!” cried the others,
enthusiastically.

“I cannot refuse that toast,” said Evelyn, filling
his glass. “Long live Mr. Law! and may he long oc-
cupy the proud position he has attained!” And he
added, “Are you aware, gentlemen, that he is about
to visit the Rue Quincampoix to-day?”

“You don't say so?” exclaimed De Mille. “I have
heard nothing about it. At what hour is he likely to
be here?”

“That I cannot inform you,” replied Evelyn. “I
have heard, on pretty good authority, that the young
king and the Regent are likewise coming here to-day,
and if so, Mr. Law will naturally be in attendance
upon his majesty.”

“Are you sure you are correctly informed, sir?”
remarked the Comte de Horn. “I supped with the
Regent last night at the Palais Royal, and nothing
was said about this royal visit.”

~ “I believe my information will prove to be correct,
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M. le Comte, though I am mnot at liberty to mention
the source from which I obtained it,” replied Evelyn.
“No public intimation has been given of the intended
royal visit, and for this reason — his youthful majesty
desires to see the street as it is — thronged with Missis-
sippians. All its peculiar features would be lost if
business were interrupted.”

“Very true,” observed De Horn; ‘“the Rue Quin-
campoix would be like any other crowded street if it
wanted its extraordinary bustle and animation. But I
don’t think that even the young king’s presence would
stop -the stock-jobbing, when at its height. What say
you, De Mille?”

“I am quite of your opinion,” replied the person
appealed to. “Men won't throw away the chance of
making a million for the pleasure of looking at a
boy-monarch. He comes to see them — they have
something better to do than to waste their time in
staring at him.”

“If his youthful majesty should see the crowd in
a state of excitement,” remarked D’Etampes, “he will
fancy all his subjects are gone mad.”

“And he won't be far out if he does think so,”
said Evelyn, with a laugh.

“Well, we are all as mad as the rest,” cried De
Mille; “and for my part, I have no wish to regain
my senses. But will you do me the favour to ask
our new friends if they would like a game at
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quadrille, a party at piquet, or a little hazard?
Hola! Rossignol!” he shouted. “Cards and dice, dy’e
hear.”

“De suite, monsieur, de suite!” responded the host;
and he presently appeared with half a dozen packs of
cards and a couple of dice-boxes, which he placed on
the table beside De Mille.

“Will you play, gentlemen?” cried De Mille.
“8hall it be this? — or this?” he added, suiting the
action to the word, and alternately touching the cards
and dice-boxes. )

As the invitation could not be misunderstood, Sir
Terence immediately arose, and taking up a pack of
cards, said, “This.”

“Very good,” replied De Mille, with a smile. “The
language of gaming is fortunately intelligible to all the
world. Shall we play piquet?”

“Piquet, by all manes, capt'n,” replied Sir Terence,
pleased with his own cleverness. “We both ov us
understands that game, havin' often played it at the
Cheerman’s Club at the Blue Posts.”

“I advise you not to play now,” said Evelyn. “If
you do, you'll lose your money. You are no match for
these gentlemen.”

“Poh! poh! we're not sich greenhorns as that, are
we, Sir Patrick?” cried Sir Terence. “Now that we
belongs to the quality, we must do as the quality
does.”
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“Tell the gentlemen we play for nothing under five
thousand livres,” said De Mille to Harcourt.

“What was that observation about livres?” inquired
8ir Terence. )

Evelyn told him, and added, “I must repeat my
caution to you.”

But Sir Terence only laughed, and said, *“Oh!
we're not afeared. We like a little gamblin’. Hitherto
we've had good luck, but if it should desert us, we
shan’t feel the loss of a few thousand livres — eh, Sir
Patrick?”

“Not we,” replied the personage addressed, bringing
out his porte-feuille, the sight of which excited the
cupidity of De Mille and his companions, and they
resolved to empty it before they parted with him.
“We can easily make up our losses before we laves
the street.”

“Again, I say be upon your guard,” remarked
Evelyn to the Irishmen. “I more than suspect the
persons you are about to play with are rooks.”

“Rooks did you say?” cried Sir Terence. *Then
iv they takes us for pigeons, they’ll find us deuced
hard to pluck. Sir Patrick and I are both wide awake,
and can see as far into a millstone as most folk, so we
shall be up to their tricks.”

“Ay, and down upon 'em, too, if they attempt any
foul play,” said Sir Patrick.
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“If you're wise, you'll come with me,” said Evelyn,
preparing to depart.

“Won't you stay and take a hand with us, M.
Harcourt?” said De Mille, who was engaged in re-
moving all the deuces, trays, fours and fives from
a pack of cards, preparatory to commencing the
game.

“I never play,” replied Evelyn.

“Never play! You surprise me,” cried De Mille.
“Then you don't know the greatest pleasure in life.”

“Always excepting stock-jobbing which I hold to
be more exciting than cards,” said De Horn.

“Stock-jobbing is gambling,” said De Mille. “So
M. Harcourt is wrong in asserting that he never plays.”

“At all events, 1 never meddle with cards and dice,”
said Evelyn.

“Well, stop a few minutes, I beg of you, if only
to explain matters to your countrymen,” observed De
Mille. “We should be sorry to take any advantage
of them.”

“I can be of no further assistance,” said Evelyn.
“So I must leave them in your hands.”

“And be assured we'll take every care of them,”
said De Horn. '

“I don’t doubt it," replied Evelyn.

And with a warning look at the Irishmen, which,
however, was quite lost upon them, he quitted the
room. :
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X.

A Few Groups in the Rue Quincampoix.

A sTEP from the tavern into the crowded street
was like a plunge into a torrent. Finding it in vain
to struggle against the stream, which was now flowing
towards the Rue Aubry le Boucher, Evelyn suffered
himself to be borne in that direction. Before long,
however, a check was experienced, and all circulation
was for a short time impeded. With some difficulty,
Evelyn managed to extricate himself from the throng,
and sought refuge in the open doorway of a house,
from which position he was able to survey the tumul-
tuous scene.

An extraordinary sight it was, and though Evelyn
had often witnessed it before, it had still as much
interest for him as ever. The crowd in the Rue
Quincampoix was like no other crowd. Never before
had such a motley assemblage been brought together
— nor ever will be again. Such was the variety of
costumes and characters that the scene resembled a
grand carnival, except that the majority of the actors
came for purposes of speculation, and not for amuse-
ment.

‘Where, but in the Rue Quincampoix, could have
been seen nobles and manants, priests and valets,
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magistrates, philosophers, and chevaliers d'industrie,
bargaining together? Where, but in this street could
be seen richly-attired women of high rank, and of
great beauty, mingling with such a crowd, and trans-
acting business with any one they met? Nothing but
the frenzy for gain which had seized persons of all
classes could account for such proceedings. The
wonderful fortunes known to have been made in the
Rue Quincampoix caused every one to rush there,
hoping to be equally lucky. Business was universally
neglected. Nothing was thought of but stock-jobbing.
Nothing talked of but the price of actions — how they
rose — how they fell. Even in our speculating times
it is scarcely possible to form a notion of the fremzy
which then prevailed — which spread like a contagion
through Paris — through all the provinces of France,
and, indeed, throughout Europe In a satirical carol
of the day we read of

Les plaisans viremens
Et continuels changemens
Que I'on a vu dans le royaume
De Quincampoix et de Venddme,
Ou l'achat et le dividend
Causoient un rumeur si grande,
Qu'on ne vit jamais tant de rats
Obséder gens de tous états;
Mari, femme, gargon, et fille,
Laquais, servantes, la famille
En un mot, sans rien excepter,
Venit jouer et blanquetter.
L de tous pays et provinces,
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Marchands, magistrats, artisans,
Prélats, guerriers, et courtisans,
Ducs et pairs, méme des princes,
Non du pays, mais bien forains,

A oient des

Malgré vent, gréle, pluie, et crotte,
Pour y jouer & la marotte,

En beaux et bons deniers comptans,
Contre les voleurs calotines,

Dont la France et terres voisines
8Se pourront souvenir long temps.

We may judge of the frenzy that prevailed, when
we see that it made the haughtiest aristocrats lose all
respect for themselves, and that while under the in-
fluence of this fever they stooped to practices from
which in calmer moments they would have revolted.
But if we censure princes, peers, and other exalted
personages for conduct so unworthy of their station,
what shall we say of noble dames who could ‘so far
forget themselves as to figure in such a scene? Yet, as
we have shown, women of the highest rank constantly
frequented the Rue Quincampoix, and were amongst
the most eager jobbers. Utterly disregarding the
construction that might be put upon their conduct,
heedless of the annoyances and inconveniences to which
they were subjected, equally heedless of the familiarity
with which they were treated, without a blush at the
ribaldry and licentious discourse that constantly met
their ears, they went on through the throng, carrying
on their speculations whenever a chance offered. It
was noticeable that these high-born dames, and, indeed,
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ladies generally, declined to deal with each other, and
invariably carried on their transactions with those of
the opposite sex, no matter of what rank — lacquey,
artisan, peasant, petit-maitre, or peer — over whom
they deemed their charms might give them an ad-
vantage. '

From the position which he had just gained, Evelyn
looked around on this strange scene. Everybody seemed
in a state of the wildest excitement. A sudden rise
had taken place, and buyers and sellers were equally
clamorous. The din was prodigious, almost bewilder-
ing, and would have stunned any one unaccustomed
to it. But those who were in the thickest of the
crowd, and engaged in the uproar, knew very well
what was said. Transactions for large sums were
carried on with astonishing rapidity. Méres, filles, and
petites filles, were dealt out with one hand, and billets
de banque received with the other. The countenances
of those engaged in these rapidly-conducted operations
were a study, and could they have been seized at the
moment, would have formed an unequalled picture.

As he ran his eye rapidly over the throng, several
groups attracted Evelyn's attention. One was composed
of a lady richly dressed, and evidently of rare personal
attractions, though her features were partially concealed
by a half mask of black velvet. She was buying
actions from two brokers, for which she paid a consider-
able sum in billets de banque, and in the excitement
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of the transaction her mask fell off, and disclosed the
dark eyes, dark tresses, and charming countenance of
the Regent's petit corbeau noir, the Comtesse de Para-
bére. The mask was quickly replaced, and the coun-
tess disappeared as quickly as she could.

The next lady upon whom our observer’s eye rested
was a person of very inferior condition, and with but
little pretension to personal attraction, though she, too,
was very richly dressed. As she wore no mask,
Evelyn, to whom she had been previously pointed out,
and who was acquainted with her history, instantly
recognised her as Madame Chaumont, a widow who
had come to Paris about a lawsuit, and who had
already gained a hundred millions by her speculations
in this street. She was surrounded by Mississippians,
with all of whom she appeared to be dealing.

Not far from the lucky Madame Chaumont stood
the Prince de Conti, who was now as regularly to be
seen in the Rue Quincampoix as any other jobber. At
this moment the prince was selling shares to a stout,
well-looking man, whose countenance, though he could
not recal it, was familiar to Evelyn. This stout
personage was no other than Law’s ci-devant coachman,
Hippolyte.

The next person to attract Evelyn's notice was
M. Chirac, the Regent’s principal physician, a man
ordinarily of grave exterior and extremely dignified
deportment, but he now appeared to be in a state of
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great excitement, and was gesticulating furiously to
M. Chambéry, a speculator with whom he was dealing.
Like Madame Chaumont, Chambéry was a singular
instance of the caprice of fortune. A poor Savoyard,
he gained a bare livelihood by acting as a commis-
sioner, but since the commencement of the System he
had contrived to amass forty millions, and at this
" particular juncture he was endeavouring to purchase
an office in the royal household.

Close to Chambéry, and now availing himself of
the broad omoplate of Martial to jot down his calcula-
tions, was Vincent Leblanc, another speculator, who
had profited to the extent of many millions by the
System. The two persons with whom Leblanc was
now transacting business were no other than Montes-
quieu and Fontenelle. These two celebrated men were
kept in countenance by a pair of the ripest scholars of
the day — namely, the Abbé Terrason and M. de la
Mothe.

Many other remarkable personages came under
Evelyn’s ken. Among the throng he recognised three
of the Regent’s Rouds, De Broglie, Brancas, and Nocé,
and in the balcony of a house on the opposite side of
the street he discovered the Duchesse de Brissac, the
beautiful Marquise de Bellefonds, Madame de Blanche-
fort, and Mademoiselles d'Espinoy and De Melun. In
fact, almost every window in this part of the street
was garnished with charming court dames. The ladies,
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a8 we have previously intimated, were by no means
indifferent” apectatresses of the scene, but teok a pro-
minent part in the extraordinary drama goimg on,
Jbeing comstantly engaged in speculations with the Mis-
sissippians and brokers in the street. '
. A siriking featnre in the crowd was the number of
richly-dressed persons, and these were by no means
people of the highest rank, for those who made money
invariably expemded it in eostly stuffs, amd elothed
themselves in embroidered velvets and silks, and even
in cloth of gold, wearing buttons of solid gold and
gilver. This extravagance was carried to such a point
that all the warehouses in the Rue St. Honoré were
emptied of their stores of silks, velvets, tissues, lace,
snd embroidery, and it was found neeessary to check
the over-indulgence in rich stuffs by a sumptuary daw.
. On the present occasion a laughable incident oc-
curred. A Misaisgippian of the lower order, but who
was arrayed in a blue velvet coat bedizened with gald
lace, and furnished with buitens of solid gold, deliber-
ately #ook it off, and gave it to a broker with whom
he was bargaining to make up the amount of & shaze.
But he undertook to redeem the pledge within five
minutes, and so expeditiously were operations con-
ducted that he got back his coat within she givea
time,

Strange indeed was the manner in which the
transactions were conducted. The brokers refused
“John Law. IL ?
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nothing but specie. A young, beautiful, and richly-
dressed woman, having no other means of obtaining
the shares she coveted, gave all her jewels to a broker.
One man paid for a few shares with his title-deeds,
and deemed himself singularly fortunate. Another
offered a mortgage deed, and a third bills of exchange.
Mistakes were occasionally made, and a priest in his
hurry to conclude a bargain handed over a billet
d’enterrement instead of a billet de banque.

Laughable encounters constantly took place. Hus-
bands, who thought their wives safe at home, dis-
covered them in the crowd; servants, who ought to
have been engaged in their household duties, stumbled
upon their masters or mistresses; clerks confronted
their employers; and debtors could not avoid their
creditors.

But these encounters, and many others of a similar
nature, rarely led to unpleasant consequences. People
were too much engrossed by the business they came
upon to squabble. Thus the husband passed on without
stopping to upbraid his wife; the clerk escaped un-
questioned; and the servant was excused. Amongst
the crowd Evelyn descried several persons who had
profited enormously by the System — to wit, old
Samuel Bernard, the banker; Antoine Crozat, of whom
mention has been previously made; M. Fargés, origi+
nally a common soldier, and now worth twenty
millions; the Sieur André, who had made sixty
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millions; and Messieurs Le Blanc and De la Faye, each
of whom had made eighteen millions.

Evelyn had just completed his survey of the
various groups we have described, when a tall, stately-
looking valet, in a rich livery, made his way towards
him. It was Thierry.

“Lady Catherine Law is in the house on the other
side of the street, immediately opposite to where you
stand, sir,” said Thierry, “and having observed you
among the crowd, she has sent me to say she will be
glad to see you. I may add,” he continued, in a low
tone, “that his majesty is expected in a few minutes.
If it will please you to follow me I will conduct you
to her ladyship.”

It is scarcely necessary to say that Evelyn gladly
accepted the invitation, and was soon across the street
with his conductor.

X1

Of the Ovation received by Law.

Tae house to which he was taken was the largest
in the Rue Quincampoix, and was not without some
pretensions to architectural beauty. It stood back a
little from the street, and possessed handsome windows
and elaborately-wrought iron balconies.

The door was guarded by soldiers, but at a word
Q*
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from Thierry they allowed Evelyn to pass, and he
entered the house with his conductor.

The guard at the door proving comclusively that
some persons of importance must be inside the house
which Evelyn had just entered, the general gaze was
directed towards the windows, but for some time the
public curiosity remained ungratified.

At length, a party of richly-dressed ladies appeared
at the upper windows, and some of them, in order to
obtain a better view of the street, came forward into
the balconies. Among the foremost of these was Lady
Catherine Lay, who, being recognised by the as-
semblage, was enthusiastically cheered. With Lady
Catherine, besides her children, were Colembe and
Belinda.

It being now certain that Law must be in the
house, loud shouts were raised for him by the crowd,
but, as he did not respond to the calls, they increased
in vehemence, until the whole street became in an
uproar. The cries were so Joud and persistent, that at
length Law yielded, and stepped forth upon the
balcony on the first floor, which had hitherto remained
unoccupied, and bowed to the assemblage.

On his appearance the most frantic demonstrations
of enthusiasm and delight were made, and the
tremendous shout which arose was carried along to
either extremity of the Rue Quincampoix, and was
caught up by the crowds in all the adjacent streets.
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It being evident from Law's manner that he desired
to address the assemblage, silence was at length ob-
tained, and in a brief speech, which, being uttered in
a clear and sonorous voice, was heard to a considerable
distance, he thanked them for the gratifying reception
they had given him, assuring them it was ample
reward for all his exertions te improve the finances of
the kingdom, and extend its commerce.

“My aim,” he said, in conclusion, ‘“has been to
relieve the state from debt, to free the people from
" vexatious imposts, and to render trade flourishing, and
I am proud to think I have succeeded.”

“You have! — you havel” cried a thousand voices.
“You are the preserver of the country — the bene-
factor of the people. We are indebted to you, and
to you alone, for our present prosperity. You have
made us all rich and happy. Poverty and misery
are no longer known in France. Vive Monseigneur
Law!”

Never before had Law experienced such emotions
as now swelled within his breast. Fully believing that
he had conferred incalculable benefits upon the country,
believing also that his System would endure, he
accepted the homage paid him as if his due, and
exulted in his triamph.

His appearance at that moment excited umiversal
admiration. His lofty and imposing figure, his
strikingly handsome lineaments, his dignified depert-
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ment — all contributed to the effect he produced. So
wonderful was the enthusiasm of the assemblage, that
it seemed as if they would never leave off shouting.
Law bowed to them repeatedly, and whenever he did
so the acclamations were renewed.

“Messieurs!” he said, as soon as the vociferations
had in some degree subsided, “you have already
bestowed more praise upon me than I deserve. Your
cheers must now be addressed to one to whom they
are rightfully due. To arouse the spirit of loyalty
which I am certain burns in every breast, I have only
to mention that your young king is present.”

No sooner was this announcement made than fresh
acclamations arose, and shouts resounded on all sides
of “Vive le Roi.” ‘

In the midst of these loyal demonstrations Law
bowed and withdrew, and presently afterwards, in
compliance with the wishes of his subjects, the young
king came out upon the balcony. His habiliments, of
light blue satin, set off his graceful figure to the ut-
most advantage. He was attended by the Regent and
the Duc de Bourbon, and behind him stood the
Maréchal de Villeroi and Law.

The young monarch’'s appearance was the signal
for fresh demonstrations of loyalty and devotion; but
the enthusiasm of the assemblage was roused to the
highest pitch when Law was called forward by the
king, who addressed a few words to him, the import
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of which could easily be conjectured by those who
witnessed the scene.

But if any doubt could have remained, it was dis-
pelled by the Regent, who called out with a loud voice,

‘“Messieurs! his majesty desires publicly to thank
M. Law for the important services he has rendered to
the state and to the country at large!”

On this, the plaudits were louder than ever, and
the whole place resounded with shouts of “Vivent le
Roi et Monseigneur Law!”

XII

‘What passed between the Young King and Mademoiselle Law.

Bowmneg graciously to the assemblage, and giving
his hand to his uncle, who stood close behind him, the
young monarch withdrew from the balcony.

“I hepe your majesty does not regret the visit you
have paid to the Rue Quincampoix?” observed the
Regent, as he conducted his royal nephew to a
fauteuil.

“On the contrary, I have been greatly interested
by all I have seen and heard,” replied Louis. *“Until
this moment I had no conception how very highly M.
Law is esteemed by the people. What can be done to
mark our sense of the services he has rendered to the
kingdom?”
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.~ “I would recommend your majesty to begin by
placing the entire administration of the finances in his
hands,” returned the Regent.

“I wish to do so,” said Louis. “But I understand
from the Maréchal de Villeroi that he is disqualified
from holding the office of comptroller-general.”

“The disqualifications may be removed, sire,” re-
turned the Regent. “I trust M. Law may be induced
by the arguments of the Abbé Tencin, who has under-
taken the task of his conversion, to renounce his here-~
tical doctrines and embrace the faith of Rome. If so,
the main difficulty will be obviated, since his naturali-
sation will follow as a matter of course.”

“Your majesty will do well to reflect before pro-
mising the appointment,” said Villeroi in the king's
ear. ‘“Wait to see how the System goes on.”

“I am -perfectly satisfied with what it has done
already,” replied Louis. “I hope the Abbé Tencin
will fulfil his godly task, mon oncle,” he added to
the Regent. “In that case, M. Law shall have the
pos -”

“I ought to inform your majesty,” said the Regent,
“that Lady Catherine Law, with her son and daughter,
are in an upper room of this house. Will it please
you to receive them?”

Louis graciously assented, and on being acquainted
with his majesty’s pleasure, Law quitted the room, and
presently returned with Lady Catherine and his



JOHN LAW. . 121

children, all of whom were presented by the Regent,
and reeeived with the greatest affability by the young
king. To Lady Catherine, Louis spoke of the ovation
her  husband had just received from the public. To
Mademoiselle Law he addressed some compliments
which she coul not fail to appreciate. And he grati-
fied young John Law immensely by telling him he
was the very image of his father.

“Pray stay a moment, mademoisells,” he added
te Kate Law, who was about to retire. “I want to
say s word to you about my ball. I hope you like
dancing?”

“Y am passionately fond of it, sire,” she repled.

“I faneied so,” he said. “We will dance & mimuet
tegether — unless you prefer any other figure.”

“The minuet is my favourite dance, sire,” replied
Kate.

“I am glad to hear it,” said Louis, smiling. “But
I am arranging a little ballet in which you and your
brother must take part.”

“Excuse me, sire, for remirnding you that the ballet
is already filled up,” remarked Villeroi.

“Who has filled it up?” demanded Louis, notieing
Kate's look of disappointment.

“I have, sire,” replied the mardekal, “with young
persons qnahﬁed by their rank to dance with your
majesty.”

“You have taken too much upon yourself, M. le
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Maréchal, in making this arrangement without my
sanction,” said Louis, “and you will have to undo
your work. Two of those whom you have- selected
must be left out, and their places assigned to Made-
moiselle Law and her brother.”

* “I hope your majesty will not insist upon this,”
remonstrated Villeroi. “It will embarrass me greatly.”

“Y cannot help that,” said Louis.

“Oh! pray, sire, do not let the arrangements be
disturbed on my account!” said Kate. “It will be
quite sufficient gratification to me to witness the ballet,
without taking part in it.”

“But you shall dance in it, mademoiselle, and so
shall your brother,” said Louis. “M. le Maréchal, you
will take care that my injunctions are obeyed. Is
there anything more that can be done to render the
ball agreeable to you, mademoiselle?” he added to
Kate.

“Oh! sire, you are too considerate,” she cried.

“Not at all, mademoiselle,” he rejoined. “As the
daughter of one who has rendered such important ser-
vices to the kingdom, you are entitled to every consi-
deration from me. Is there any one whom you desire
to have invited to the ball?”

“Can this be the great-grandson of the Grand
Monarque?” mentally ejaculated Villeroi, with a
“Your majesty emboldens me to mention that I
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have one friend whom I love as a sister — Mademoi-
selle Colombe Laborde — and it would indeed gratify
me if she were honoured with an invitation.”

“She shall have ome,” returned Louis. “Mark
what I say, M. le Maréchal. Mademoiselle Colombe
Laborde is to be invited.” '

“It shall be done, sire,” groaned Villeroi.

“Mademoiselle Laborde is a very charming per-
son,” observed the Regent. “But your majesty may
judge of her yourself; for, unless I am mistaken, she
is with Lady Catherine’s party in the upper room,
Shall she be presented ?”

“By all means,” replied Louis; “and let the whole
of Lady Catherine Law’s party be introduced at the
same time.”

This order being communicated by the Regent to
& gentleman in waiting at the door, it was at once
carried into effect, and shortly afterwards Belinda and
her husband, Sir Harry Archer, the Earl of Islay,
Lord Belhaven, Evelyn Harcourt, and Mademoiselle
Laborde, were severally announced, and presented to
the young king, by whom they were all very graciously
received. Louis was particularly struck by Colombe,
and told Kate he was much indebted to her for
enabling him to have so charming a person at his
ball. .

The presentations being made without the usual



124 JOHN LAW:

form and ceremony, there was no restraint, and every-
body was delighted with the affability displayed by
the young king. .

‘When Evelyn came up to make his obeisance to
the youthful monarch, the Regent remarked to his
royal nephew, “Sire, I am about to ask a favour of
you.”

“You can ask nothing that I will refuse, mon
ancle,” replied Louis, smiling. ‘“What is it?”

“You have invited this young lady” — pointing
to Colombe — “to please Mademoiselle Law. Invite
this young gentleman” — indicating Evelyn — “to
please me.”

“With all my heart,” rejoined the king. “Take
care M. Harcourt is invited,” he added to Villeroi.

“Your majesty had better invite all the com-
peny,” said the old maréchal, unable to repress his
vexation.

“An exeellent suggestion!” exclaimed the Regent.
“They are all M. Law’s friends.”

“And as such they are welcome to me,” said
Louis. “I am obliged by the hint, M. le Maréchal,
and will act upon it. Take care that all the company
are invited.”

The old maréchal looked perfectly aghast at the
command, but did not venture to offer any remon-
strance. '
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“Bee it be done,” echoed the Regent, laughing at
Villeroi’s consternation. “Your majesty is quite right.
Too much honour cannot be shown M. Law.”

“And in honouring my friends, your majesty con-
fers most honour upon me,” said Law.

“These are but trifling favours, sir, and scarcely
merit your thanks,” said Louis. ‘“We have better
things in store for you. Have we not, mon oncle?”

“Ay, that we have,” replied the Regent. “But
enough for the present. Does your majesty desire to
tarry here longer?”

“No,” replied Louis. “I have had a surfeit of
strange sights, and have no appetite for more. Adieu,
M. Law. I shall ever retain a pleasant recollection of
my visit to the Rue Quincampoix.”

He then arose, and taking the hand of the Regent,
graciously saluted the company, who drew aside, and
bent reverentially as he passed out.

His youthful majesty was followed by the Duc de
Bourbon and Villeroi; and in this manner he was con-
ducted to his carriage, which awaited him in the Rue
Saint Denis, at the rear of the house.

END OF THE FIFTH BOOK.






BOOK VI

THE COMPTROLLER-GENERAL.






I

The Realisers.

Hrrrerro, great and unquestionable benefits had
flowed to France from Law's System. Commerce had
not only been revived, but was continually on the in-
crease. The number of manufactures was prodigiously
augmented. Evidences of general prosperity were pro-
claimed in a manner the most unmistakable — not
only in the improvement of trade and commerce, but
by the liquidation of debts, and the almost total ces-
sation of failures. Great public works were commenced.
Splendid hotels and maisons de plaisance were built.
Barracks were for the first time constructed; the Pont
de Blois was built; and the Canal de Bourgogne
planned. Some of the noblest buildings of Paris date
from Law's epoch. During the reign of Louis XIV.,
mendicity had existed to a frightful extent, but it was
now confidently anticipated that pauperism would cease.
Many oppressive taxes were lightened or altogether re-
moved. Exiles were invited to return. Advances were
made at two per cent. to manufacturers and tradesmen
of credit. Two millions were devoted to the liberation
of prisoners for debt; and large sums unjustly seized
by the Chamber of Justice, under the Duc de Noailles,

John Law. II. 9
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were restored. Hospitals were built and endowed, and
an immense boon was conferred upon the public by
the establishment of gratnitous instruction at the
University of Paris.

These were the immediate fruits of the System;
and with such results it is no wonder that its author
should become the object of popular idolatry.

Besides those enumerated, many other beneficial
measures were contemplated by Law, but unfortunately
time was never afforded him for the realisation: of his
vast designs.

As yet, however, confidence in the System remained
unshaken, and the power and popularity of its founder
increased. But even at this juncture, when the public
infatuation was at its height, when the rise in the
shares of the Company was steadily maintained, when
the billets de banque were preferred to gold, there were
some persons who, seeing further than the mass, and
apprehending a crisis at no distant date, began cau-
tiously to convert their paper into gold.

In the first instance, these ‘“Realisers,” as they
were termed, were almost entirely composed of English,
Dutch, and Genoese speculators; but very, soon some of
the more cautious of the Mississippians followed their
example. By a manceuvre concerted among themselves,
the price of shares was maintained, by a set of persons
who combined together, for a fortnight at twenty thou-
sand livres, and during this time they sold. After
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inundating the Rue Quincampoix with actions, they
carried their notes to the Bank, and converted them
into specie.

By publishing edicts calculated to enhance the
vhlue of paper, and diminish that of gold, Law en-
deavoured to defeat these manceuvres, but in spite
of all his efforts to counteract- them they were still
carried on.

“The Banque Royale,” says Duhautchamp, in re-
ference to these combinations, “would have always
been in a state to pay all the billets presented to it,
had not the value of all the paper emanating from the
operations of the System been raised by manceuvres to
the enormous sum of six millions! People of all con-
ditions, having no other object than to follow the
operations of the System, employed the principal dealers
to obtain the value of their efforts. These merchants,
made aware of the manceuvre by the parties who
desired to draw them into their operations, sought to
profit by the favourable conjuncture which allowed the
shareholders sufficient time to get rid of their shares
— that is to say, to negotiate their paper imperceptibly,
and not by a single stroke. With this design they
employed all their funds, not to maintain the shares in
a proportionable balance, but to kindle a flame which
might last for a few days. The movements of the
greedy Mississippians having caused the old shares of

the Occident to rise to eighteen and twenty thousand
9%
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livres, and the new subscriptions in proportion, enabled
the principal shareholders, whose porte-feuilles were
full of paper, to convert their shares into billets de
banque, with as much profit as they could hope to
obtain by waiting longer. From this moment they
meditated a retreat, and thought seriously of realising
their funds, either in specie, jewellery, landed property,
personal property, furniture, or anything more solid
than paper. The first Realisers having restored gold
from the contempt into which it had fallen, the other
Mississippians, who perceived the scarceness of the
metal, flung themselves upon everything else they could
find, and made lands, houses, and goods rise six or
seven times above their value.”

Further on the same writer remarks: “As to the
new men, finding themselves overwhelmed with paper,
they made all imaginable efforts to realise; whereby
the necessaries of life rose to a most exorbitant price.
The drapers and mercers sold at twenty-five crowns the
yard cloth for which they had before asked sixteen or
eighteen francs — and velvets, silks, and other stuffs
in the same proportion. The rents of houses were
most exorbitant. In certain pieces of goldsmith’s work
the graver's labour cost more than double the price of
the gold itself. At last all was so upset that sensible
persons were perplexed how to act. A prodigious
number of new coaches embarrassed the city, so that
it was scarcely possible to approach the principal streets,
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especially those leading to the Rue Quincampoix. Three
fourths of the people of the provinces had rushed to
Paris: those who could not share in the fortunes already
made sought to embark in the new operations. The
deputies of companies and corporate bodies who had
come up to receive the reimbursement of their rents,
had no sooner touched their funds than they carried
them off to realise them. Among the great million-
naires, Vernesobre, instead of buying lands and houses,
or monopolising merchandise, like Vignolles, another
Mississippian, realised thirty millions in gold, and con-
trived to send it out of the kingdom. Madame Cau-
mont, who had not the same facilities as Vernesobre,
who was a cashier at the Bank, pounced upon lands
and houses. She bought a quantity of signorial lands,
as well in the provinces as in the neighbourhood of
Paris, and by this means acquired many superb hotels
— amongst others, the Hotel de Pompone, in the Place
des Victoires. The panic which seized those who had
not given in to the practices we have described, was
doubly disastrous to the credit of the paper by the
precipitate sale which they effected when the million-
naires had carried off all the specie and all the billets
de banque they could procure; but in spite of all this,
the slightest suspicion of a new decree always excited
a brisk movement in the Rue Quincampoix — and this
served as a pretext to raise or lower the actions. The
strongest, who desired to sell largely, boldly announced
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that the decree would be to the advantage of the paper,
and distributed billets de banque; if, on the contrary,
they designed to buy a large amount, they interpreted
the decree in a different manner, making a mancuvre
in the opposite direction. By such management they
sustained for more than fifteen days the actions of the
Occident at eighteen thousand livres, so as to allow
themselves time to make all right.”

At this juncture a grand assemblage of the directors
and principal shareholders of the Compagnie des Indes
took place in the Hotel Mazarin. The meeting com-
prised not only the Duc de Bourbon, the Prince de
Conti, the Duc de la Force, and many of the aristocracy,
but all the new millionnaires, and it was remarked that
these parvenus were more splendidly attired than the
nobles, and that the equipages awaiting them in the
Rue de Richelieu were the finest to be seen there. The
Regent presided, but the discussions were conducted
by Law.

It appeared, from the statement of the director-
general, that the enormous number of six hundred and
twenty-four thousand shares had been created, of which
the king possessed one hundred thousand, and the
company an equal number. The profits of the com-
pany were estimated at twelve millions, and Law pro-
posed thenceforward to pay a dividend of forty per
cent. on the shares, — an announcement which was
received with loud cheers. No one questioned the cor-
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rectness of Law’s. statement. He had accomplished so
many financial miracles, that to doubt him now was
impossible. '

Immediately after this meeting, such was the frenzy
of the jobbers in the Rue Quincampoix, that the shares
mounted higher than ever. But this extraordinary rise
chiefly benefited the Realisers, and such heavy drains
were made by them upon the Bank, that its vast re-
serve of gold became perceptibly diminished.

Alarmed at these proceedings, Law endeavoured to
check them by an edict which raised the value of the
billets de banque five per cent. above that of specie.
But, in spite of this, the drain of gold still con-
tinued.

As it was absolutely necessary to avert the danger
by which the System was threatened, and as this could
only be accomplished by getting the whole power into
his own hands to baffle the designs of his enemies,
Law signified to the Regent that he had at last made
up his mind to comply with the conditions which would
enable him to accept the office of comptroller-general
of finance.

“I am very glad to find you have got rid of your
scruples,” said the prince, smiling. “Dubois shall
send the Abbé Tencin to you to-morrow morning. I
have no doubt he will convince you of your errors,
and make a good Catholic of you. But what will
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Lady Catherine say to your conversion? I know she
is strongly opposed to it.”

“I have not yet communicated my design to her,”
replied Law. “But whatever arguments she may employ,
I shall remain firm.”

“I hope so,” said the Regent. “As long as this
bar to your promotion exists; I cannot help you as I
fain would do, neither can I remove your enemy,
D’Argenson, from the post of minister of finances.
You have done wisely in coming to this decision.
Prepare for a visit from the Abbé Tencin to-morrow
morning.”

IL

How Law became a Convert to the Faith of Rome.

Ox the following morning, as Law and Lady Ca-
therine were alone together in her ladyship’s exqui-
gitely furnished boudoir, which looked upon the magni-
ficent gardens at the back of their hotel, Law, not
without some misgiving, opened the matter to her. She
heard him with dismay.

“I see that the step I am about to take does not
meet your approval,” he said; “but let me explain my
motives for it. I must either become minister, and so

“have entire control of the finances of the country, or
see the wondrous work I have raised with so much
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labour perish. I have attained a pinnacle of greatness,
but shall be cast down unless I can make my footing
secure. You do not comprehend the extraordinary dif-
ficulties and dangers that beset a position like mine,
or you would not be surprised that I seek to strengthen
myself.” ‘

Lady Catherine looked at him steadily for a mo-
ment, and then said: “If your System can only be
saved by the sacrifice of principle you are prepared to
make, let it perish, but be true to yourself. Let us
retire from this splendour in which we have lived so
long, and which has not been altogether productive of
happiness. I will readily give it up.”

“It cannot be,” said Law. “You might as well ask
a general to throw down his arms, and quit the field
at the moment of victory, as urge me to retreat.
‘What would.all France — all Europe — think of my
retirement ?”

“What will all good men think when they hear
you have abjured your faith?” she rejoined. *“But you
will not do it.”

At this moment Thierry entered, and informed his
master that the Abbé Tencin had come according to
appointment.

“Show him to my cabinet, and say I will be with
him presently,” observed Law. And as Thierry departed,
he said, with a forced smile, “You can guess the ob-
ject of the abbé'’s visit, I suppose?” '
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“I can,” she replied, sadly. “Oh! as you love me
— a8 you would not make me wretched — let me im-
plore you not to go near him! Send him away. Let
me use all the influence I possess with you to deter
you from the fatal step you are about to take, for fatal
I am sure it will be. Nothing but ill consequences will
flow from it. Hitherto, prosperity has attended your
career, but how can you hope for a continuance of it,
if you thus provoke Heaven's anger. You are about to
become a proselyte to the faith of Rome, not from con-
viction, but from unworthy motives — forgive me, if I
use strong terms, but you know they are prompted by
affection.”

“Why should you doubt my sincerity?” rejoined
Law. “Why do you assume that I do not really in-
cline to the Romish faith? Let me tell you that'I
should have joined that Church long ago, but from
consideration for you.”

“If it be so — though I can scarce believe you,”
she rejoined, “let consideration for me prevent you
from joining that idolatrous Church now.”

“Be content, Kate. I do not ask you to become
an idolater. You shall have your own way, let me
have mine.” ,

“This is the first real unhappiness I have felt
since our marriage. Henceforth there will be a bar
between us.”

“Tt) tut! there will be no bar,” he rejoined. “Be
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reasonable, and dismiss your fears. But mark me,
Kate — when the Abbé Tencin has done with me, 1
wish him to see our children.”

“You do not desire that they, too, should be con-
verted ?” she cried.

“I have not time for further discussion now,” he
rejoined, rising from his chair. “Do as I bid you
without questioning, Kate.”

And he hastily quitted the room.

For a moment Lady Catherine thought of following
him, but feeling convinced from his manner that any
further attempt to move him would be futile, she sank
back in her chair, and gave vent to her affliction in a
flood of tears.

She was roused by the entrance of Belinda, who
was still a guest at the Hotel Law.

Lady Catherine told her all that had occurred,
adding, “You will acknowledge that I have good
reason to be unhappy. This is the heaviest blow that
has ever fallen on me.”

“You are wrong to take the matter so much to
heart,” replied Belinda. “For my part, I really cannot
blame Mr. Law for the step he is about to take. It is
unavoidable. To be comptroller-general he must re-
nounce his religion, and become ostensibly a Catholic.
I say ostensibly, because I dare say he will secretly be
as good a Protestant as ever.”
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“It.may be 8o — but what dreadful hypocrisy! I
shudder to think of it!” exclaimed Lady Catherine.

“Ah! my dear, you must not judge your husband
too harshly. He is in a peculiar position.”

“And then my children! Why should they be
forced to abjure their religion? I will never consent
to it — never!”’ cried Lady Catherine.

“Your son is too young to understand any points
of doctrine,” said Belinda. “But as regards your
daughter, she scarcely requires conversion, for she is
more than half a Catholic already. I have my in-
formation from a good source — Colombe Laborde.”

“If Colombe told you so it must be correct, for she
knows Kate's sentiments better than any one else,”
rejoined Lady Catherine. “I hope Colombe has not
led my poor child into the paths of error.”

“Not intentionally, I am certain,” said Belinda.
“But you must obey your husband’s injunctions,
Kate.” .

“I 'suppose I must,” rejoined Lady Catherine. “Oh!
Belinda; I begin to be weary of the life I am leading.
I am tired of splendour. I am sick of the adulation
of these great people, who court me, and pay me
homage, only to obtain favours from my husband. I
treat them haughtily — not from pride, but because I
despise their meanness. I well know their hollowness
and insincerity, and that if any reverse were to happen
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to Mr. Law, they would at once turn their backs
upon me.”

“Very likely, my dear. 'Tis the way of the world.
And this proves how necessary it is for Mr. Law to
maintain his position by every means in his power. So
don’t blame him. For my part, I think him the best
and kindest of men, and I am sure he is always
actuated by high and honourable motives.”

“You do him no more than justice, Belinda. But
I wish he would remain true to his religion.”

“Well, as it can’t be helped, you must submit.
But let us change the subject, and return to Colombe.
I wish we could see her united to Evelyn Harcourt.
Is there any chance of it?”

“I begin to despair,” replied Lady Catherine. *“M.
Laborde is still obdurate as ever, and insists upon the
fulfilment of her engagement with M. Cossard. The
utmost I have been able to accomplish has been to
delay the marriage from time to time on one pretext
or another, in the hope that Cossard’s patience would
be exhausted, and that he would retire in disgust, but
I have been disappointed.”

“Poor Colombe! I pity her much. She is a
charming girl, and-.deserves a better fate than to be
sacrificed to such an odious wretch as Cossard. No
one knows better than myself how unhappy a woman
is who is tied to a man she cannot love, and were
Colombe wedded to this Cossard she would be miser-
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able, as I was in my first marriage. You will have
other anxieties soon, Kate. In a year or two you will
have to choose a husband for your daughter.”

“We have already plenty of suitors,” replied Lady
Catherine. “Yesterday we had an offer from the Prince
de Tarento; and I may say, without boasting, that her
hand has been sought by representatives of the noblest
families of France, Germany, Italy, and England. But
the husband I have in view for her is her cousin, Lord
Wallingford.”

* “And a very good husband he would make her,
no doubt,” replied Belinda. “But don't force her in-
clinations.” :

“That I will never do,” said Lady Catherine.
“Neither will Mr. Law; and for this reason he will
not entertain any proposition, however important, at
present. But I must now go and prepare my children
for an interview with the Abbé Tencin,” said Lady
Catherine. “My heart revolts from the task.”

“Let me go with you,” said Belinda. “I may be
of use.”

And they quitted the room together.

As may be imagined, the Abbé Tencin did not ex-
perience much difficulty in the work of conversion,
and after a few visits he declared that his illustrious
proselyte was in a fit state to be received into the
bosom of the Church of Rome.

The abjuration of heresy was solemnised with great
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pomp in the church of Saint Roch, in the presence of
a vast assemblage, which comprehended all the highest
nobility; and Law, with his son and daughter, who
attended with him, having made public profession of
the Romish faith, were admitted into the communion
of that Church.

For this labour in the cause of his religion the
Abbé Tencin received a gratification of two hundred
thousand livres, and as the sacred edifice in which the
ceremonial took place was at that time in an unfinished
state, Law, with his usual liberality, bestowed five
hundred thousand livres for its completion.

III

Of the Quarrel between Law and the Earl of Stair.

Law’s conversion by the Abbé Tencin, who after-
wards became a cardinal, gave rise to the following
pasquil:

Fi de ton zdle séraphique,
Malheureux Abbé de Tencin;

Depuis que Law est Catholique,
Tout le royaume est capucin.

The event was celebrated by a grand entertain-
ment given by the Duc de Bourbon, at which the Re-

gent and the whole of the court were present.
Among the many distinguished guests assembled
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on this occasion was the British ambassador, the Earl
of Stair; and in the course of the evening his lordship
found an opportunity of saying a few words in private
to the Regent.

‘“Monseigneur,” he began, “I am sure you would
regret that anything should occur to disturb the good
understanding at present subsisting between the court
of my royal master and that of your highness.”

“Your excellency is quite right,” rejdined the Re-
gent. “I should greatly regret it. But I see no
chance of our friendly relations being interrupted. To
what do you allude?”

“I will speak frankly,” replied Lord Stair. “It is
generally understood that Mr. Law’s conversion, which
has taken place this day, and which we are here met
to celebrate, is a preliminary step to his elevation to
the office of comptroller-general of finance.”

“Suppose it to be so, what then?” rejoined the
Regent, coldly.

“I have only to remark, monseigneur, that the ap-
pointment could not be agreeable to my royal master,
because Mr. Law’s predilections are known to be favour-
able to the fallen dynasty. Indeed, I have proof that
letters have passed between him and the Chevalier de
Saint Gteorge.”

“Your excellency’s information is correct,” said the
Regent, “but as you may possibly be ignorant of the
purport of those letters, I will acquaint you with it.
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At your instance, my lord, the pension allowed to the
proseribed royal family by his late majesty, Louis XIV.,
was discontinued; but since M. Law has risen to his
present eminence, and has become the dispenser of so
many bounties, the unfortunate prince wrote to him
thus — I will give the precise words: ‘I address my-
self to you as to a good Scotsman, and a faithful ser-
vant of the Regent, and I ask you to assist me.’ The
letter was laid before me by M. Law, who besought
my permission to pay out of his own funds the pension
which had been stopped at the Treasury. Of course I
could not refuse the request.”

“Mr. Law may have been influenced by worthy
motives in this affair,” said the ambassador; ‘“but I
think his generosity ill judged. It is certain to be
" misconstrued. The circumstance mentioned by your
highness strengthens my opinion that the appointment
will be unsatisfactory to my royal master. Mr. Law
must be regarded as an enemy of England. He has
been heard to boast that he will ruin our trade and
commerce, and make us subsidiary to France.”

“J never heard him make such a boast,” replied
the Regent. “But your lordship cannot complain of
fair rivalry. You cannot expect us to forego ad-
vantages to please you.”

“I am not foolish enough to expect such conces-
sion, monseigneur,” rejoined Lord Stair. “But I am
too well aware of Mr. Law's disposition towards the

John Law. II. %
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country of his birth not to feel uneasy at his accession
to power. I am certain it will be his aim to cause a
disagreement between your highness and the king my
master. Only a few days ago he announced to some
friends of mine his intention of publishing a treatise,
to prove that it is impossible for Great Britain to pay
her debts.”

“If your country is solvent, the book will do no
harm,” laughed the Regent.

“The book may not, monseigneur, but its author
may. As comptroller-general, Mr. Law will be in a
condition to damage my country, and everything in-
dicates that he will try to do so. We stand too much
in the way of his ambitious designs to allow him to
look upon us with a friendly eye. All these thingd
considered, I repeat, that the elevation of such a man
to the chief post of your government must be dis-
pleasing to the king my master, and I would fain hope
the appointment may not take place.” .

“Your excellency is uneasy without cause,” said
the Regent. “M. Law is resolved to advance the
prosperity of France to the highest possible point, but
not at the expense of Great Britain. As to the rest,
I will take good care there shall be no misunderstand-
ing between the two courts.”

“Your highness is then resolved to make this ad-
venturer prime minister?” said Lord Stair, unable to
control himself.
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“If I bad not previously intended to do so, your
excellency’s observations would decide me,” replied the
Regent, with dignity. “I shall appoint a minister,
not to please England, but to serve France.”

At this moment Law himself appeared, and seeihg
them engaged in discourse, was about to retire, when
the Regent called him back, saying, “We have been
talking about you."

“I have no wish to disguise my opinions,” said
Lord Stair. “I hope your highness will tell Mr. Law
that I object to his appointment to the office of comp-
troller-general for two reasoms. First, that he is a
secret friend of the Pretender; secondly, that he is the
avowed enemy of Great Britain.”

“If I am the avowed enemy of England, my
lord — though I deny that I am so — you need fear
no perfily on my part,” rejoined Law. “Had the
unfortunate James Stuart perished at Nonancourt by
the hand of the assassin Douglas, my assistance would
not have been required. But as the prince happily
escaped that foul plot, I have aided him, and shall
continue to aid him as long as I am permitted to do
8o by his Highness the Regent.”

At this allusion to the dark design of which he
was known to be the instigator, Lord Stair became
livid with rage.

“And now, monseigneur,” pursued Law, ‘turning

to the Regent, “I have a word to say to Lord Stair
AQ*
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on my own account. I charge him with being the
author of a plot against me — not to take away my
life, as he would have done that of the Chevalier de
Saint George, but to destroy my credit. The late
attack upon the Bank was his contrivance. Of this I
have ample proof.”

“It is a calumny,” rejoined the ambassador. “I
may have said to certain of my countrymen that I
prefer specie to your paper, and they may have acted
on the hint, and repaired to the Bank, but as to any
combination, I repudiate the charge, and challenge you
to make good the assertion. I trust your highness will
hesitate before committing the guidance of the state-
chariot to this modern Phaeton. Most assuredly he
will upset it.”

“You go too far in your remarks, my lord,” said
the Regent. “M. Law is now virtually comptroller-
general. Let me hope that this difference between you
may be adjusted.”

“Impossible, monseigneur,” said Law. “After what
has passed besween Lord Stair and myself, not even
official intercourse can take place between us.”

“Then, my lord,” said the Regent, turning to
the ambassador, “I shall be compelled to ask your
recal.”

“I am sorry to have lost the personal credit I have
so lon§ enjoyed with your highness,” replied Lord

Stair, “but I have spoken with candour, and you will
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one day, I feel convinced, admit that I have given
you good counsel.”

And with a profound obeisance to the Regent, and
a haughty bow to Law, he withdrew.

All difficulties being removed, the Regent con-
ferred upon Law the title of Comptroller-General of
Finance, and D’Argenson had the bitter mortification
of surrendering his post to the rival he detested, and
was obliged to content himself with the office of keeper
of the seals.

Law had now reached the pinnacle of his ambition.
He had become the equal of the highest nobility of
the kingdom — nay, their superior. He had triumphed
over all his enemies, and as the Regent was entirely
guided by his counsels, he might be said to hold the
reins of government in his own hands. In the space
of four years, to employ the language of Voltaire, he
had literally become, from a Scotsman, a Frenchman
by naturalisation; from a Protestant, a Catholic; from
an adventurer, the lord of the finest estates in the
kingdom; and from a banker, prime minister.

The power and ability of the new comptroller-
general were not merely recognised by the nation thus
placed under his governance, but by all the great
states of Europe, and the British ministry, finding that
Lord Stair had irritated him, and was personally dis-
agreeable to him, determined to recal that ambassador,
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and with this design immediately despatched Earl
Stanhope, one of the secretaries of state, to Paris.

The popular enthusiasm, which found expression
in a hundred different ways, satisfied the Regent that
his choice of a minister was eminently agreeable to
the nation at large. All ranks of society vied with
each other in paying court to the mew comptroller-
general. Honours were showered upon him more
thickly than ever, and his portrait was everywhere to
be seen, with these lines affixed to it:

Principe sub recto Gallorum sceptra tenente,
Publica nunc rectd Qusstor hic aera regit :

Aeraque tractandi summ4 perfectus in arte,

Et regem et populum divitem utrumque fecit.

Honours from abroad were paid him, and the free-
dom of his native city of Edinburgh was transmitted
to him in a valuable gold box.

It was at this time that Law negotiated with Lord
Londonderry for the purchase of the famous Pitt dia-
mond, which afterwards became the brightest ornament
of the French crown. This diamond, which was
nearly as large as a pigeon’s egg, of exquisite purity,
and astonishing brilliancy, received the name of “The
Regent.”

To prove his admiration of Law's genius, the Earl
of Islay republished one of the great financier's early
treatises, to which he affixed this motto from Cicero,
“O terram illam beatam qui hune virum exceperit;
hanc ingratam si ejecerit, miseram si amiserit.”;
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The splendour of Law’s mode of life increased with
the elevation he had attained. He still continued to
occupy - the same hotel as heretofore in the Place
Venddme, but his large establishment was considerably
augmented, and his banquets and fétes were more
sumptuous than ever. But no distractions of pleasure
were ever allowed to interfere with his attention to
affairs of state, all his available time and energies
being unremittingly devoted to the fulfilment of his
duties. )

It was at this moment, when he was apparently
most secure, when all were paying him homage, when
the streets resounded with his name, and when ac-
clamations attended his appearance, that intimations of
the terrible defeat he was about to experience began
to be felt.

IV.

Hov‘v Specic was proscribed by Law.

THE constant drain of specie from the. Bank still
continuing, Law was forced to adopt measures from
which he had hitherto abstained.. Determined to push
the System to its utmost limits, he now prohibited the
payment in gold of any sum exceeding three hundred
livres. Bills of exchange were to be paid only in
bank-notes, and creditors were empowered to demand
notes from their debtors.
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‘“After resorting to every expedient to give to
paper the preference to gold and silver, the comptroller-
general issued a decree entirely abolishing the use of
specie, except certain pieces of little value which had
been recently coined. By this decree it was ordained
that no person, of whatever condition, not even a
member of a religious community, should keep more
than five hundred livres in specie, on pain of confis-
cation of all exceeding that amount, with a fine of ten
thousand livres. Another decree prohibited, under a
penalty of three thousand livres, the payment of a sum
of a hundred livres or upwards except in billets de
banque.

To enforce strict fulfilment of these edicts, domi-
ciliary visits were authorised, and all the rigours
practised by the Chamber of Justice, under the Duc
de Noailles, were revived. As at that frightful period,
informers were encouraged and rewarded with half the
treasure seized. No habitations were exempted from
search. The hotels of the nobles, privileged places,
religious houses, palaces and royal mansions, were
visited.

But these severe enactments were violated with
impunity by certain exalted personages. In defiance
of the edict, the Prince de Conti paid all the notes in
his possession into the Bank, and Law, unwilling to
offend him, allowed him to carry off gold and silver
sufficient to fill three waggons.
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The offender was sharply reprimanded for his con-.
duct by the Regent, but this did not deter the Duc
de Bourbon from following his brother’s example, and
he obtained specie to the amount of twenty-five mil-
lions.

Justly indignant at this proceeding, the Regent sent
for the duke, and addressed him thus:

“I am very angry with you, M. le Duc. It seems
to me that you wish to destroy in a single moment the
fabric which it has cost M. Law so much time and
pains to erect. You empty the Bank by drawing from
it twenty-five millions in four days— while the Prince
de Conti has taken out twenty-five millions at the
same time. What will you both do with so much
money? Are you and your brother acting in con-
formity with the last ordinance of his majesty, which
prohibits all his subjects, without exception, from
having more than five hundred livres in specie in
their possession? Answer me that question, M. le
Duc.”

“I admit that I have cashed twenty-five millions
at the Bank, monseigneur,” replied the duke, in a
deprecatory tone. ‘“But the money is all gone.”

“All gone! Impossible!” cried the Regent.

“Tt is nevertheless true, monseigneur. It has been
swept away as if by magic. Let the commissioners
pay me a visit. They will find nothing.”
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“Bah! you have taken good care to hide the
money.”

“It is hidden in the pockets of my -creditors,
monseigneur. I have not touched a single louis d’or.”

“Tt would serve you right to compel you to render
a strict account of the gold you have taken, M. le
Duc; and were it not for the scandal which such a
course must occasion, I would do so. It is unworthy
of you and the Prince de Conti to act thus. Think of
the injurious effect your proceedings will have upon
the Bank.”

“Our proceeding will benefit the Bank, mon-
seigneur, by proving that it has an ample reserve fund
of gold.”

“Well, have you done all the mischief you intend ?
Have you any more billets de banque left?”

“Only a million or two, which I require for my
own private expenditure,” replied the duke. “I pro-
mise not to disturb the Bank again. I am sorry to
find M. Law has been so much embarrassed by the
Realisers.”

“The Realisers who have most embarrassed him,
M. le Duc, are yourself and the Prince de Conti.”

“Well, I will let him alone in future — nay, more,
I will support him in all his measures against the
Realisers. Gold, I am informed, has been sent away
in prodigious quantities into England.”

“I hope the drain is now stopped,” said the Regent.
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“A vast deal of specie has been recently paid in. The
former chancellor, M. de Pontchartrain, has sent in
fifty-seven thousand louis d'or of the old coinage, each
worth sixty-two francs, and many others have paid in
large sums. Besides this, several important seizures
have been recently made by the commissioners. Six
thousand gold mares and twenty thousand silver.marcs
were found in the house of a paper-maker named
Sohier. Fifty thousand mares in gold and silver were
likewise discovered in the house of M. Dupin. Forty
millions in gold have been seized on the frontiers of
Switzerland. But the capture most gratifying to the
comptroller-general has been fourteen millions which
the Fréres Paris had secretly transmitted into Lorraine,
in order to purchase lands.”

“I am glad Fréres Paris have been caught,” said
the duke. “And I rejoice to think that the coffers of
the Bank have been so abundantly replemished. I
hope that, like the cask of the Danaides, they may not
be emptied as soon as filled.”

“We will take care to prevent that,” said the
Regent.

“The immense deposits alluded to by your high-
ness,” observed the duke, “will revive the spirits of
the Mississippians, and cause them to speculate again
as briskly as ever. Is there to be a fresh issue of
shares?”

“Not at present,” replied the Regent. “The
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shares already issued amount to more than six mil-
liards.”

“Another milliard will not signify,” observed the
duke, laughing.

“Another milliard would destroy the System,” said
the Regent.

“Not if paper can be substituted for specie,” ob-
served the duke. “Since gold and silver are proscribed,
we shall now be able to test the correctness of M.
Law's scheme.”

“I am confident it will stand the test applied to
it,” said the Regent.

“Hum! we shall see,” rejoined the duke. ‘At
all events, I am on the safe side,” he mentally eja-
culated.

At this moment, the President Lambert de Vernon
was announced by the usher, and the Duc de Bourbon
took his departure, secretly congratulating himself on
having escaped so well.

“To what am I indebted for this visit, M. le Pré-
sident?” inquired the Regent of Vernon, as soon as
they were alone. '

“Monseigneur,” replied the other, “I am come to
denounce a certain individual who has in his possession
five hundred thousand livres in gold.”

“What! M. le Président?” cried the Regent, con-
temptuously. “Is it on such an infamous errand that
you have come to me? Would you turn informer?”
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“Monseigneur, I simply fulfil your own ordi-
nance. You have made the law, and I must perforce
obey it.”

“Very true,” replied the Regent, sternly. ‘“And I
suppose you expect the informer’s fee?”

“Naturally, monseigneur. I expect two hundred
and fifty thousand livres.”

“You shall have them, if you choose to disgrace
yourself by accepting them.” ’

“It will be no disgrace to me, monseigneur. On
the contrary, I shall save half my fortune. The person
I have come to denounce is myself.”

“Ahal a clever ruse!” cried the Regent, laughing.
“Well, you shall keep half your gold.”

“I humbly thank your highness. I would rather
have it than ten times the amount in paper.”

“Fi, M. le Président. Don't say a word against
the billets de banque, or I shall compel you to pay in
the whole amount.”
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V.

The Bandoliers of the Mississippi.

A orear deal of popular discentent was caused
at this time by the arbitrary proeeedings adopted by
the comptroller-general for the colonisation of the Mis-
sissippi. The vagabonds and fugitives from justice,
who had been transported in the first instance to the
new colony, having caused much disorder, recruits were
now sought among those whose sole crime was poverty.
All the houses of refuge for the poor were emptied,
the Hospital, Bicétre, La Pitié, La Salpétridre, Les
Enfants-Trouvés, each furnishing their quota. Dis-
charged servants, and workmen out of employ, were
likewise seized. These forcile: abductions caused great
uneasiness, especially among the poorer classes, who
naturally felt that their own turn might come.

Two companies of archers were fermed, whose busi-
ness it was to arrest all persons unable to give a satis-
factory account of themselves. ' From their costume
and equipments, these archers were denominated ‘‘Ban-
doliers of the Mississippi” They wore long blue
coats, broad cross-belts, and hats laced with silver, and
were armed with swords, muskets, and pistols. March-
ing about in detachments of a dozen, with an officer
at their head, the bandoliers performed their task with
so much zeal, that five thousand persons were carried
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off by them in ten days. Many of these were artisans
and workmen, but a large proportion consisted ‘of
young women. These unjust arrests, and the shocking
treatment to which the captives were subjected, roused
the popular indignation.

At last an incident occurred which well-nigh caused
a general rising. A hundred country maidens, who
had come to Paris in quest of service, and had found
a temporary asylum with the good Sisters of Saint
Catherine’s Hospital, suddenly disappeared. It was
supposed they had been carried off by the bandoliers
of the Mississippi. While this question was being dis-
cussed by an incensed mob, the bandoliers were seen
carrying off two young persons. Exasperated beyond
endurance by this spectacle, the populace armed them-
selves with such implements as came readiest to hand,
and set upon the archers. Twenty were killed upon
the spot, and a still greater number were carried in a
dying state to the Hotel-Dieu. This conflict produced
but little effect. A proclamation was made by sound
of trump that each brigade of bandoliers should be ac-
companied by an excempt of police, and the bandoliers
were expressly forbidden, under heavy penalties, from
arresting any citizen, artisan, or journeyman labourer,
or any other person, not a pauper; but, in spite of this,
the arrests were soon conducted with as much reckless-
ness and inhumanity as before, to the great prejudice
of the comptroller-general's popularity.
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VL

In which Cossard makes a Confidential Communication to Laborde.

WaiLe the arbitrary measures we have described
were being taken by Law to support the System, the
directors of the Compagnie des Indes were not without
strong apprehensions of an approaching crisis.

One day Cossard invited Laborde to a téte-a-téte
dinner at his charming maison de plaisance, and
after the repast, when all the attendants had retired,
he said,

“I want to have some confidential talk to you,
my good friend, about the position of the Company.
I do not desire to alarm you, but it would be im-
proper to conceal from you that its affairs are in a
very critical state, and I do not think M. Law
will be able to avert the dangers by which he is
menaced.”

“I have felt this for some time,” said Laborde;
“and I need not say our position gives me the greatest
uneasiness. A depreciation in the value of our stock
has already taken place, and unless the downward
tendency can be checked, the credit of the Company
must go, and we shall be crushed by the fall of the
edifice.”
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trived to remit the whole amount to London, whither
I shall shortly follow it.”

“But how will you accomplish this?” cried La-
borde. “I will own to you that I once thought of
flying into Holland myself. But the risk is too great.
No one is allowed to leave the country. How will
you obtain a passport?”

“I have already got one,” said Cossard. “All my
preparations for flight are made.”

“Then you don't intend to fulfil your engagement
to Colombe?” said Laborde.

“Pardon me,” rejoined Cossard, “that is the very
point I am approaching. I hope to take Colombe with
me, and, as you will see, it is of the utmost import-
ance that the marriage should take place without
delay. Once married to your daughter, I will carry
her to my chateau in Normandy, and thence pass
over into England. You must find means to join us
in London.”

After considerable besitation and misgiving, La-
borde agreed to the plan, and next morning proceeded
to the Hotel Law, where he had a private interview
with his daughter, and explained to her that for many
reasons the marriage she had contracted with Cossard
could no longer be delayed. Finding he produced but
little impression, he said:

“I will give you three days for reflection. If, at
the end of that time, you are prepared to obey me
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and marry Cossard, well and good. If not, you are
no longer daughter of mine. You now know my fixed
determination.”

‘With this he took his departure, leaving Colombe
drowned in tears. He next went to Cossard, and told
him what he had done. His intended son-in-law did
not appear entirely satisfied with the arrangement, but
said,

“I must have a positive answer from Colombe at
the time you have appointed. I will submit to no
further delay.”

“I don't expect it,” replied Laborde. “You have
been too much trifled with already. I have laid my
paternal injunctions on Colombe, and she will not dare
to disobey me. Come to the Hotel Law on the morn-
ing I have fixed for her decision, and I engage to de-
liver her to you.”

"~ On the following day Laborde heard a rumour
that greatly alarmed him. It was to the effect that a
director, whose name was kept secret, had been ‘rea-
lizing’ largely, and the matter was then under inves-
tigation. On hearing this he went immediately to his
intended son-in-law, to put him upon his guard, but
Cossard manifested no uneasiness.

“Let them pursue their investigations,” he said.
“I am not afraid. There are reports of this kind
every day. Nothing can be proved against me. I
am going into the country, but I shall return to-

11#
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morrow evening, and will meet you at the Hotel
Law at the appointed hour on the following morn-
ing.”

* During this interval Laborde had seen nothing
of his daughter, deeming it best not to go near her,
but he was fully determined to carry his point. Aec-
cordingly, at the hour agreed upon he made his ap-
pearance, and found Colombe with Lady Catherine
Law. .

“At Colombe's request I have consented to be pre-
sent at this interview,” said her ladyship. “In fact,
she wishes me to communicate her decision to you.
Will you permit me to state it?”

“No, miladi. I must have my daughter’s decision
from her own lips. Are you prepared to obey me,
Colombe?”

“I cannot,” she replied, distractedly. “Indeed, I
cannot. Oh, dear Lady Catherine, plead for me! —
plead for me! My only hope is in you.”
~ “It is cruel of you to treat your daughter thus,
M. Laborde,” said Lady Catherine. *“She would obey
you if she could!”

Laborde, however, was too much excited to attend
to her, but addressed himself to Colombe.

“I know why you thus thwart me,” he ecried.
“But hope not to wed Evelyn Harcourt. Never
will I consent to your union with him — never! I
swear it!”
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At this moment Law entered the room. Laborde
was about to take his departure, but Law stopped
him.

“If I mistake not you are come here to arrange
about Colombe’s marriage with Cossard?” he said.

“I came for that purpose, monseigneur,” replied
Laborde. '

“Then attend to me,” said Law. *“The marriage
cannot take place. Cossard has disappeared. We
have ascertained that he obtained forty millions in gold
from the Bank, and has remitted the amount to Lon-
don. In all probability he is on his way thither, but
the commissionaires are on his track, and I do not
think he will escape them.”

“And this is the wretch to whom you would have
sacrificed your daughter?” cried Lady Catherine.
“But it is not too late to make her amends for all the
anguish you have caused her. Give her to the man of
her heart — to Evelyn Harcourt.”

“I cannot,” replied Laborde, in broken accents.
“I have just sworn that I never will consent to her
marriage with him.”

And he hurried out of the room.

END OF THE BIXTH BOOK.
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THE COMTE DE HORN.






L

How the Comte de Horn and his Frieuds became embarrassed; and in
what Way their Funds were recruited.

NorwirasTaNDING the symptoms of an approaching
crisis, the fury for stock-jobbing continued as great as
ever, and the crowds in the Rue Quincampoix were
undiminished. So long as paper would serve their
turn, and procure them all the material enjoyments
they desired, the Mississippians cared not for specie,
but, on the contrary, affected to despise it. Having
an apparently inexhaustible supply of wealth, they
heeded not what they paid. Luxuries they would
have, be the cost what it might. Their prodigalities
. were unbounded, and never, perhaps, except during
the decadence of Rome, was so much licence indulged
in as by the Mississippians at this period.

Amongst the most dissolute and extravagant of the
many profligates then to be found in Paris, were the
Comte de Horn and his two inseparable companions
De Mille and D'Etampes. Their days were passed in
the Rue Quincampoix, and their nights in the gambling-
houses and taverns. Their revels and excesses were the
wonder of all who heard of them.

For a time they were fortunate in their specula-
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tions, and able to carry on their reckless career;
but their prodigalities and losses at play emptied their
porte-fenilles, and they began to grow embarrassed.
‘Whenever he was in want of funds, De Mille applied
without hesitation to Cossard, and never failed to ob-
tain what he wanted. The disappearance of the direc-
tor was, therefore, a very heavy blow to him, as it
cut off a source of supply on which he had hitherto
counted. To make matters worse, Cossard’s flight
occurred at a time when the trio were sadly in want
of money.

“What a rascal the fellow must be to decamp in
this manner, without giving us the slightest notice of
his intentions,” cried De Horn. ‘“He has used us in-
famously.”

“They say he has remitted forty millions in gold
to London,” said De Mille. “If I had suspected his
design he should not have got off without leaving two
or three millions behind him. I am vexed at my
own stupidity. I ought to have known he was a
rogue.” '

“We must pay him a visit in London by-and-by,
and see what can be made of him,” said D’Etampes.
“Meantime, our purses are empty.”

“We must look to you, De Mille, to recruit our
funds,” said De Horn.

“I will try what I can do,” replied the individual
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appealed to; “but I am by no means sanguine of
success.”

Shortly after this he set out with the intention of
applying to his father. Ascertaining at the Bank that
M. Laborde was gone to the Hotel Law, he proceeded
thither, and telling the Swiss porters that he had
business of the utmost importance with M. Laborde, he
was allowed admittance, and was ushered by Thierry
into a salon, in which he found his father and sister.
As soon as he had recovered from the astonishment
into which he was thrown by this unlooked-for and
most unwelcome visit, Laborde demanded of his son,
in a stern voice, how he dared thus to intrude himself;
adding, that if he did not retire instantly, he would
cause him to be ejected by the servants.

“For your own sake I advise you not to adopt
such a course,” rejoined De Mille. “Have you not a
word to say to me, Colombe?” he added, turning to
her. “It is long since I have seen you. If you have
forgotten that you have a brother, I have not forgotten
that I have a sister, to whom I am as fondly attached
as ever.”

“Colombe is not to be imposed upon by this idle
profession of regard,” interposed Laborde, sternly.

“By Heaven, I speak the truth!” cried De Mille.
“Colombe is the sole being whom I really love. Speak
to me, sister. I would rather have your reproaches
than you should remain silent.”
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“I do not desire to reproach you, Raoul,” she said.
“But you have caused me so much grief — so much
shame — that I cannot behold you without pain. The
sight of you opens wounds which I thought were for
ever closed. If you had changed your mode of life, I
should be glad to see you again, but I know you arc
as reckless and profligate as ever.”

“I see how it is,” rejoined De Mille. “Cossard
has calumniated me. Talking of Cossard, let me con-
gratulate you on your liberation from that odious
person. You will now be able to marry Evelyn Har-
court.”

“No more of .this,” interposed his father. “An end
must be put to an interview which is painful both to
me and to Colombe. It is idle to ask why you have
come here, when I know you can have but one object
— money.”

“It would be improper to contradict you, sir,”
replied De Mille. “I am dreadfully in want of money.”

“I knew it,” cried his father. ‘“And why should
I supply you with funds to continue your disorders
and debauchery? — mno! no! you shall have no money
from me.”

“I must have three or four thousand livres,” rejoined
De Mille. “I don't intend to go hence without it,” he
added, seating himself, coolly.

“Villain! robber! you will drive me to do some-
thing desperate!” cried his father, shaking his clenched
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hand in his face, but only provoking a smile from De
Mille.

“You had better accede to his demands, dear father,
and let him go!” said Colombe.

“I am in no hurry,” observed De Mille. “I am
very comfortable here, and will wait till the old gentle-
man is perfectly cool.”

“I shall go mad!” cried Laborde, trembling with

passion.
“Better give me the money than do that,” laughed
De Mille. .

“Let him have it — let him have it, dear father!”
said Colombe. “Lady Catherine Law or Kate may
come in, and then an explanation must ensue.” :

Perceiving he had gained his point, De Mille became
quite easy. After a desperate struggle with himself,
Laborde took out a porte-feuille, and said:

“Well, you shall have the money But it is the
last you will ever get from me.”

“That remains to be seen,” muttered his son. “I
felt sure you would think better of it, sir,” he added,
aloud.

“This porte-feuille contains six thousand livres,”
said his father, giving it him — “double the amount
you have asked for. Make good use of it, if you
can.”

“I will make the best possible use of it, sir, by
taking it to the Fair of Saint-Germain to-morrow,”
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replied De Mille. “I trust I shall not have to apply
to you again.”

“You may spare yourself the trouble. You shan’t
have another livre from me — not if it would save
you from the executioner.”

“Stay a moment, Raoul,” said Colombe. “This
money will enable you to quit Paris. Fly from tempta-
tions which will lead you to destruction.”

“I have no intention of leaving Paris. I find it far
too agreeable,” replied De Mille.

And, bowing to his father, who turned from him in
disgust, he quitted the room.

IL

The Fair of Saint-Germain.

NEever before had the Fair of Saint-Germain been
so well attended as during the year in which the
System was in vogue. Booths, theatres, gaming-houses,
cabarets, cafés, wine-shops, and all other places of
amusement were thronged.

The Fair, which was kept open for several weeks,
was held in a large meadow contiguous to the ancient
Abbey of Saint-Germain-des-Prés, to which wealthy
religious establishment the revenues arising from the
annual meeting accrued. The ground was divided
into regular streets, consisting of booths or shops, built
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with timber; the principal streets on the side of the
Rue des Quatre-Vents, by which the Fair was ap-
proached from the north, being occupied by dealers in
bijouterie, ivory, sculpture, pictures, and wearing
apparel. Here also were several cafés and cabarets.
In other streets were booths in which were to be seen
jugglers, rope-dancers, mountebanks, and marionnettes.
Besides these, there were caravans containing wild
beasts, then a novelty to the Parisians. In the Fair
there were no less than four large theatres, at which
the principal actors from the regular theatres performed,
and there was also a large building, in which masked
balls and ballets were given.

The mania for gambling then prevailing in Paris
was strongly displayed at the Fair of Saint-Germain,
and at the cafés, cabarets, and tripots, with which the
place abounded, stock-jobbing was conducted as in the
Rue Quincampoix. Speculation, in fact, had become
a necessity of existence to the Mississipians.

Although a police-regulation in force at the time
interdicted play, under a penalty of three thousand
livres, there were several gambling-houses where cards,
dice, biribi, faro, lansquenet, and other games of
chance were openly played. In these tripots, billets
de banque for fifty or sixty thousand livres were staked
on a card or a cast of the die by the Mississippians,
with as much unconcern as if the notes had been mere
waste paper. Play, however, was not confined to the
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gambling-houses and cabarets, but went on in all the
shops, where the tradesmen provided cards and dice
for their customers, while the bystanders betted on the
play.

The Fair of Saint-Germain, which, as we have
shown, was the grand rendezvous of all the dissipated
society of Paris — and at no period was society so
dissipated as during the Regency — had special at-
tractions for the Comte de Horn and his profligate
companions, and it will not appear surprising that,
after the opening of the Fair, they should abandon the
Rue Quincampoix for the new scene of dissipation, and
spend the whole of their time in mingling with the
amusements of the place, doing business with the stock-
jobbers in the cafés, playing at biribi or hazard with
the dealers in bijouterie, gambling desperately in the
tripots, revelling in the cabarets, and creating disturb-
ances at the theatres and in the salle de danse.

During all this time a constant run of ill luck at-
tended the Comte de Horn. He was unlucky in his
speculations, and still more unlucky at play, and had
it not been that his companions were somewhat more
fortunate, and shared their purses with him, he would
have been in a desperate plight. It was while haunting
the Fair of Saint-Germain, and living in the dissolute
manner we have described, that De Mille became
acquainted with a number of reckless spendthrifts,
whose habits and principles were congenial to his
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own, and he began to organise a body of desperadoes
calculated to aid him in carrying out a scheme which
he had conceived of wholesale plunder in the Rue
Quincampoix.

The Comte de Horn, as we have already mentioned,
was connected with the noblest families in the Low
Countries, and one day, meeting his cousin, the young
Duc d’Aremberg, a prince of the Pays Bas, he invited
him to sup with him at the Vieux Loup, the principal
tavern in the Fair of Saint-Germain, where good cheer
and excellent wine could be obtained, though at a
most extravagant rate. The whole night was spent in
revelry, the young topers trying who could drink most.
Incredible was the number of flasks they emptied.
About six o'clock in the morning they sallied forth,
ready for any mischief, and followed by their lacqueys,
each of whom bore a bottle of champagne and a goblet.
After wandering through the deserted streets of the
Fair, and disturbing the occupants of the booths by
their shouts, they resolved to seek amusement else-
where, and, passing along the Rue de Varennes and
the Rue du Four, made their way into the Pont-Neuf,
where they stopped to salute the equestrian statue of
Henri Quatre, and drank a glass to thé memory of the
‘“vert galant” monarch, after which they proceeded to-
wards the church of Saint-Giermain-I'Auxerrois.

As they entered the open space in front of this
"noble pile, one of the finest specimens of ecclesiastical

John Law. IL 12
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architecture in Paris, they encountered a dismal pro-
cession, which ought to have put serious thoughts into
their heads.

A bier, sustaining a coffin covered with a pall,
surrounded by lighted tapers and candles, and provided
with an aspersorium, was being borne slowly towards
the porch of the church.

“Who goes there?” demanded the Comte de Horn
of an old man who was kneeling on the ground in the
path of the procession. ‘“Who is being taken to his
last home, I say, coquin?” he repeated.

‘'Tis the Sieur Nigon, the procureur,” replied the
man. ‘‘He used to live in yonder cloister.”

“What! my old friend, Nigon!” cried De Horn,
who had never heard of the defunct procureur before.
“So he is gone. Poor fellow! I must bid him adieu.”

So saying, he staggered forward, and placing him-
self in the way of the bier, ordered the bearers to halt
and set down their load.

“Do not interrupt us in the performance of our
duty,” said a priest, advancing. He was a venerable-
looking man, with a mild expression of countenance.
“Stand aside and let ‘us pass.”

But, instead of complying, De Horn and his com-
panions, attended by the lacqueys, surrounded the
bier, and the count plucking aside the pall, disclosed
the ghastly features of the dead man — the coffin being
unclosed. -
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“Ah! my poor dear Nigon!” he cried. “I re-
cognise you now. And so you have been foolish
enough to die, eh? What was the cause of your death,
my poor friend? Thirst, no doubt. Thirst kills us all.
I should die if I didn't drink. To drink is to live.
Wine will revive you. Drink, I say, my friend.” And
taking a goblet of champagne from his servant, he
held it towards the corpse, continuing thus: *“Cast off
that hideous black mantle, quit these crows, and come
and make merry with us.”

“Cease this irreverent talk, and depart,” cried the
priest, “or I shall call upon those around me to drive
you hence.”

By this time a crowd had collected near the spot,
but they were kept off by De Mille and the others
who had drawn their swords.

“I tell you my worthy friend, Nigon, died of
thirst,” cried De Horn. ‘“He must have something to
drink. If you won't allow him wine, he shall have
water.”

‘With this he vaulted upon the bier, and bestriding
the coffin, seized the bénitier, and poured its contents
upon the face of the deceased, calling out, ‘‘Drink,
my poor friend, drink!”

“This is an act of dreadful impiety,” cried the
priest, horror-stricken. “Thou art a wretch abandoned
of heaven, and the curse of the Church will fall upon

thee and upon thy godless companions.”
o 12%
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Scandalised by the impious proceeding, the crowd
made a rush upon the young men, and succeeded in
disarming them, while the priest’s attendants dragged De
Horn from the bier. In the scuffle, however, the tapers
were extinguished, and the pall was much damaged.

Anxious to prevent further disturbance, and having
far more consideration for the profane young men than
they deserved, the good priest ordered the bearers to
convey the bier quickly into the church, and they ac-
complished their task without further interruption.

Scarcely, however, had the bier passed through the
door of the sacred edifice, than a hawker appeared on
the place, calling out the last ordinance relating to a
new coinage of silver crowns, which were termed in
derision “les enfants morts nés.”

On hearing this, De Horn and the others went u
to the hawker, and each procuring a copy of the arrét,
they marched towards the church, followed by the
crowd, who were curious to see what would ensue.
Luckily for himself at this juncture, the Duc d’Arem-
berg fell down in a state of drunken insensibility, and
was carried off by the lacqueys.

-On entering the church, De Horn and the two
others remained standing quietly in one of the aisles,
until the priests and choristers commenced the requiem,
when they came forward and chanted in a loud voice
the title and terms of the decree. Such irreverence
was not to be endured. The service was instantly



JOHN LAW. 181

stopped, and an end was put to the scandal by the
appearance of the archers of the grande-prévété, by
whom the offenders were taken into custody, and
brought before M, de Machault, the lieutenant-general
of police. By him they were sent to the Bastille.

‘When particulars of the occurrence were related to
the Regent, he laughed heartily, but Law, who was
with him at the time, shook his head, and said it was
a sinister event, and looked like a presage of some dire
catastrophe.

“Bah! you are annoyed because they sang a re-
quiem over ‘les enfants morts nés,’ as the Mississippians
call your new écus,” laughed the Regent. “A week
at the Bastille will be punishment enough for the
offence.”

The Regent’s injunctions were of course obeyed,

and after a week’s confinement, the prisoners were
liberated.
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IIL

M. de Machault. °

Agpour this time the public were greatly alarmed
by a series of crimes, the perpetrators of which could
not be discovered. The frequency and extraordinary
nature of these crimes created the utmost consternation
among the wealthy brokers and jobbers, and represen-
tations having been made to Law, he sent for M. de
Machault, lieutenant-general of police, to confer with
him on the subject.

“No doubt some terrible crimes have lately been
committed, monseigneur,” said the lieutenant-general,
in reply to Law's inquiries, “and the perpetrators have
hitherto baffled our vigilance, but as we shall redouble
our efforts, they cannot escape us long. Last night a
dreadful deed was committed, of which you may not
have heard. A certain Madame Dupin received yester-
day three hundred thousand livres in billets de banque
from M. Tourton, the banker in the Rue Quincampoix.
Nothing more was heard of her till this morning, when
at an early hour a hired carriage was found by the
watch, upset, and without horses or driver, near the
walls of the Temple. On searching the vehicle, the
watch discovered, to their horror, a sack filled: with
the mutilated body of a woman. It was completely
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hacked in pieces. I have since ascertained that the
victim was Madame Dupin. This crime corresponds
with another, perpetrated only a few days ago, showing
that the same hand has been at work in both cases.
General Bragousse sent his valet to a broker in the
Rue Quincampoix to negotiate a hundred thousand
shares. The man disappeared, and the general be-
lieved he had decamped with the money. But it was
not so. The body of the unfortunate valet was found,
hacked in pieces, beneath the Pont Royal. That many
other crimes of a similar nature must have been com-
mitted, is certain, since a quantity of legs and arms,
with other fragments of persons who have been assas-
sinated, have been dragged out of the Seine. Corpses
are found daily in the river, but it is difficult to tell
whether the unfortunates have committed suicide or
died by violence.”

“A  frightful state of things,” remarked Law.
“Public safety requires that these assassins should be
discovered, and a terrible example made of them.”

“All suspected persons are carefully watched,”
replied Machault, “and I have no doubt we shall
secure the miscreants before long. We are aware that
the notorious Cartouche is now in Paris, and these
audacious crimes seem traceable to him. But society
is shockingly demoralised. Robberies are constantly
being committed by young libertines of good family.
Many of these brigands have been arrested, but their
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places are quickly filled up by others. At this moment,
were we to go ta the Rue Quincampoix, I could point
out to you @ hundred richly-dressed galliards, ap-
parently young men of fashion, who are really cheats
and pickpockets.”

“The street must be cleared of such villains, or it
will not be safe to do business within it,” observed
Law. '

“T intend to clear it,” replied the lieutenant-general.
“But I do not wish to cause alarm. I may mention
to you, monseigneur, that an atrocious design has been
conceived by these libertines, which, were it put into
execution, would astound all Paris. It is this. They
have planned to form themselves into bands — each
band to have a leader. Their design is to secure the
guard stationed at the gates of the Rue Quincampoix,
and then, sword in hand, fall upon the stock-jobbers,
and rifle them of their porte-feuilles. In this way, they
calculate upon an immense booty.”

“I trust they will not have an opportunity of ex-
ecuting the atrocious design,” observed Law.

“Fear nothing, monseigneur. The contrivers of the
scheme are under surveillance. You may remember
that the Comte de Horn, with Captain de Mille and
the Chevalier D’Etampes, were sent to the Bastille for
interrupting the interment of the procureur Nigon.”

“I perfectly recollect the scandalous occurrence,”
replied Law. “But what of those young men? Surely
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they are not implicated in the criminal design you
have alluded to?”

“I have reason to believe the plan was contrived
by one of them,” replied Machault. “They have just
been liberated from the Bastille, but I suspect it will
not be long before they are sent back again.”

“Strict watch ought to be kept over them,” said
Law. “There never was a time when it was more
necessary for the police to be vigilant than at present.”

“You shall have no cause for complaint, mon-
seigneur,” returned the lieutenant-general. “If any
further discoveries are made, I will not fail to report
them to you.”

So saying, he bowed and took his leave.

1V.

M. Lacroix.

On their liberation from the Bastille, the Comte de
Horn and his companions proceeded to the Fair of
Saint-Germain, where they indulged themselves in a
revel which nearly exhausted their funds. On examin-
ing their porte-feuilles next morning, they found they
had only a few hundred livres left. Worse than all,
they owed a large bill to the landlord of the Hdtel de
Flandre, where they lodged, and he threatened them
with imprisonment if it was not paid. In this emer-
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gency, De Mille again undertook to supply them' with
funds, and at once proceeded to the Hotel Mazarin,
where he found his father in a bureau with several
. clerks.

“Permit me a word with you in private, M. La-
borde,” he said.

“I am busy, sir, and cannot attend to you,” re-
turned his father, scarcely noticing him. “Come at
some other time.”

“My business cannot be delayed,” returned De
Mille. “I have something important to say to you.”

Thinking it might be difficult to get rid of him
without a scene, which he was anxious, if possible, to
avoid, Laborde, with evident reluctance, led the way
to an inner room.

“Now, sir, what is it?” he demanded, closing the
door. “The old story, eh? — money!”

“Ay, money, father,” replied De Mille. “I am in
a terrible fix, or I wouldn’t apply to you. Give me a
hundred thousand livres, and dictate your own terms.
Bid me leave Paris, and I go.”

“I have no reliance whatever on your promises,
sir, and, apparently, you pay little heed to what I say
to you. I have told you I will give you no more
money, and I do not mean to break my word.”

“Then I shall commit some desperate action, and
you will be responsible for it.”
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“That threat does mnot trouble me,” rejoined La-
borde. “I care not what becomes of you.”

“But you care for your own reputation. If I am
driven to crime, you will be dishonoured. You are
rich, and won't feel the loss of the paltry sum I ask
of you. It will profit you more to save your son from
ruin than to accumulate wealth in your coffers.”

“I am not to be moved by either supplication or
threats,” rejoined his father, sternly. “You shall have
no further assistance from me.”

“Is this your determination, sir?” said De Mille,
regarding him fiercely.

“It is my fixed determination,” rejoined Laborde.

“Very well, then,” said his son. ‘“When you next
hear of me, you may, perhaps, regret it.”

And he quitted the room.

Scarcely was he gone, than his father, struck by
his manner, relented, and followed him, with the in-
tention of calling him back. But he had already
quitted the bureau. While Laborde was reflecting
upon the course he ought to take, he cast his eyes
upon a respectable-looking, middle-aged man, who was
seated in the bureau. This was a broker named
Lacrof®. At the sight of him an idea occurred to La-
borde.

“M. Lacroix,” he said, “did you notice the person
who has just gone out?”

“I did, sir,” replied Lacroix. “It is Captain de
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Mille. I have often seen him with the Comte de
Horn and the Chevalier D’Etampes in the Rue Quin-
campoix.”

“Step into my room for a moment,” said Laborde.
And, as the broker followed him into the chamber, he
. shut the door, and went on: “I have something for
you to do, Lacroix. It is a delicate task that I desire
you to fulfil. Between ourselves, Captain de Mille is
in difficulties, and I want to aid him, though I do not
wish to appear in the matter. Take this porte-feuille.
It contains a hundred and fifty thousand livres in bil-
lets de banque. Go to the Rue Quincampoix, and, if
you see Captain de Mille, accost him, and inquire if
he has any actions to sell. I know he has none, but
he will, no doubt, procure the shares from some other
broker. But mind this. He is to make five thousand
livres by the transaction. You understand?”

“Perfectly, sir,” replied Lacroix. “And I will
faithfully carry out your instructions.”

And he departed on his errand. In about an hour,
he returned to inform his employer that he had b
successful. : . '

“I have seen Captain de Mille and his friends,” he
said, “and all has gone as you would have it® They
have agreed to sell me twenty-five shares. I am to
meet them to-morrow morning at seven o'clock at the
Epée de Bois, in the Ruelle de Venise, to conclude
the affair.”
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“You have managed it excellently,” replied La-
borde. “But dont forget my instructions. Calculate
the price so that Captain de Mille can make five
thousand livres.” :

“It shall be done,” replied Lacroix.

V.

The Epée de Bois.

“CHANCE seems to have thrown the very man we
want into our hands,” said De Mille to his friends,
after Lacroix had left them. “We must get possession
of his porte-feuille to-morrow morning.” :

“I am ready for anything,” said De Horn.

“And so am I,” said D’Etampes. “But let us talk
the matter over before we decide. It is useless to
commit a crime if it can be avoided.”

“Meantime, let us have something to drink,” said
De Horn.

This being agreed to, they entered the Hotel de
Louisiane and called for a bottle of cognac, which
being set before them by Rossignol, they each swal-
lowed 4 large glass of the spirit.

“Now,” said De Mille, “we can look our position
fairly in the face. I have already explained to you
that I have failed to obtain money in the quarter I
expected. We can only muster three hundred livres
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amongst us, barely sufficient for our expenses to-night.
To-morrow, we shall be without a sou.”

“Unless my brother, Prince Maximilian, to whom
I have written in very urgent terms, should send me a
remittance,” remarked the Comte de Horn; “but I
confess I don’t expect it.”

“At all events, it won't do to calculate upon the
chance,” said De Mille. “We cannot afford to wait.
Unless we can pay a hundred thousand livres to the
landlord of our hotel to-morrow, we shall be clapped
in prison, that is certain. 'We must have the money.”

“We are all agreed upon that point,” said De
Horn. “But how?”

“Take another glass of brandy,” replied De Mille,
filling the count’s glass, “and I'll tell you. To-morrow
morning we must take that man’s portfolio from him.”

“But he is not likely to yield it up without a
struggle,” remarked De Horn.

“We must prevent the struggle — poniard him,
and then take his porte-feuille.”

“I am not squeamish,” said D'Etampes. “I don’t
mind robbing the man, but assassination is not to my
taste.”

“What say you, De Horn?” demanded De Mille.
“Do you agree to the plan?”

“I do,” replied the count. “D’Etampes can keep
watch outside the room while the deed is done. Have
you a poniard, De Mille?”
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“No,” replied the other. ‘“Let us go and procure
weapons. There is a cutler on the Pont-Neuf who
will serve our turn. On the way, we can talk over
the plan.”

Proceeding to the Pont-Neuf, they procured the
weapons they required; after which they went to the
Fair of Saint-Germain, where they passed the night in
riot, till, overcome by their potations, they fell asleep
in their chairs. Well would it have been if they could
have slept on, but at an early hour De Mille shook off
his slumbers, and, rousing De Horn, said to him, in a
low voice:

“It is nearly six o'clock. Our appointment is
for seven. If we aré not punctual, we may lose our
man.”

“I thought the deed was done,” replied De Horn,
with a ghastly look. “I have been-dreaming of a
dreadful struggle.”

“You have had a nightmare, that is all,” rejoined
De Mille.

And he then proceeded to waken D’Etampes.

“I wish you would leave me out of the business,”
said the latter, shuddering. “My courage fails me. I
like the job less than ever, now.”

“No, you must go with us,” said De Mille, suspi-
ciously. “Be yourself, and shake off this irresolu-
tion. The affair will soon be settled. Have you got
your poniard?” he added, in a low voice, to De Horn.
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“Ay, it is here,” replied the other, touching his
vest.
Ballying forth, they shaped their course to the
Pont-Neuf, which they crossed, and then proceeding
along the Quai de la Mégisserie, entered the Rue
Saint Dénis.

By this time, the Comte de Horn and De Mille,
whose nerves were of iron, had shaken off the effects
of their nocturnal debauch, and marched along with
vigorous step; but D’Etampes walked with unsteady
gait, and his companions had frequently to stop for
him. Though the appearance of all three betokened
“the disorders in which they had been indulging, there
was nothing in the circumstante to excite surprise,
since there were many other young men in the streets
of equally dissolute look.

Turning into the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher, they
passed through the grille, which had not been long
opened, and entered the Rue Quincampoix.

Even at this early hour there were a good many
persons in the street, and business had already com-
menced. Several brokers addressed the young men,
offering them shares, but they took no heed, and,
passing on, soon reached the Ruelle de Venise.

At the farther end of this blind alley, now known
as the Impasse de Venise, stood the Epée de Bois; a
third-rate cabaret, very inferior to the taverns in.the
Rue Quincampoix, and only frequented by the lower
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order of Mississippians. De Mille had selected it as a
place of rendezvous, because neither he nor his as-
sociates were known at the house.

Plunging into the alley, where there was no
crowd to impede their progress, they soon reached
the Epée de Bois, but Lacroix had not yet arrived.

Two persons, however, were standing at the door
of the cabaret, and in these they recognised the Irish-
men whom they had fleeced some months before. The
rencontre was by no means agreeable, but they made
the best of it, and returned the salutations addressed
to them by the Hibernians, whose appearance betokened
a decided change of fortune for the worse. By this
time the Irishmen had managed to acquire a sufficient
knowledge of the French language to make themselves
understood, and they were exchanging a few words
with De Horn and the others, when Lacroix was seen
coming down the alley. On this, De Mille went to
meet him.

“I hope I have not kept you waiting, sir?” said
Lacroix.

“Pray make no apologies, sir,” replied De Mille.
“We are rather before our time. But let us go into
the house, and settle our affair.”

“Willingly, sir,” replied Lacroix. “I am all ready
for you.”

% “I hope you haven't forgotten your porte-feuille, -
M. Lacroix,” remarked De Mille, forcing a laugh.
John Law. II. 13



194 JOHN LAW.

“Rest easy, sir; it is here,” replied Lacroix,
touching his breast.

They then entered the cabaret, and summoning’ the
garcon, De Mille ordered a private room. As the
garcon was conducting them to a chamber on the first
floor, they again encountered the Irishmen, who told
them they were lodging in the cabaret, on the second
floor, and should be happy to see them when they had
done their business. Internally execrating them, De
Mille promised to come up to their room, and to his
great relief they went away.

The party were then shown into a meanly-furnished
chamber by the garcon, when De Horn addressed him
thus: “We have an important negotiation to arrange
with this gentleman, and do not desire to be imter-
rupted. Prepare a good breakfast — a very good
breakfast, d’ye hear, gargon? but don't serve it till we
ring the bell.”

“Monsieur may depend he shall have an excellent
déjefiner,” replied the garcon.

“Mind!” cried De Mille, “we are on no account to
be inmterrupted.”

The gargon nodded, and as soon as he was goNe,
Lacroix began to make calculations upon a piece of
paper.

At a sign from De Mille, D’Etampes then quitted
the room, and stationed himself on the stairs outside
the door.



JOHN LAW. 195

The moment for action had now arrived, aiid the
assassins, who had been closely watching their vietim,
approached him.

“I see you are making your calculations, M.
Lacroix,” said De Mille. ‘“Have you sufficient funds
to pay us for twenty-five shares at sixteen thousand
livres each?”

“I will tell you in a moment,” said Lacroix. “I
have a proposition to make to you in reference to
the shares, which I am persuaded will meet with
your approval. But first allow me to finish my calcu-
lation.”

‘While he was thus occupied, De Mille leaned over
his shoulder, and saddenly seizing the two corners of
the cloth with which the table was covered, twisted
the linen round the head of Lacroix so tightly as to
prevent him erying out, while at the same moment De
Horn, who was standing near, poniard in hand,
plunged the weapon three or four times into the breast
of the unfortunate man.

Notwithstanding all the efforts of the assassins to
stifle the cries of their wretched victim, they could not
prevent the escape of some fearful groans. These ap-
palling sounds, coupled with the trampling of feet and
the fall of several articles upset in the desperate
struggle, reached the ears of Terry, who was in the
room above, and listening attentively, he became con-

vinced that some terrible deed was being enacted.
' A
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“Whist! Pat,” he cried to his companion, who was
changing a portion of his.attire in an inner chamber.
“D’ye hear them groans? As shure as the world,
there’s murder goin’ on in the room beneath us.”

“Murder is it?” cried Pat, presenting himself at
the door of communication between the rooms. “By
my troth, that did sound very like a groan.”

“Clap your ear to the plank, as I'm doin’, and
ye'll be quite sartin ov it,” said Terry. ‘“Saints pre-
sarve us! somebody's kilt,” he added, as the sound
of a heavy body falling on the floor was distinctly
heard.

“Out wid ye, Terry! and see wot’s the matter,”
cried Pat. “Alarm the house. TI'll be wid ye in a
twinklin'.”

Terry did not require a second bidding, but rushed
out. On reaching the stairs, he perceived D’Etampes
standing- as sentinel at the door of the chamber in
which the foul deed was being enacted. The blanched
features and attitude of the wretch excited Terry’s:
suspicions, and he determined to seize him. D’Etampes,
however, did not wait for the other’s approach, but,
feeling certain that the alarm would be instantly given,
hurried down stairs, and made good his retreat.
Instead of following him, Terry stopped at the door of
the fatal chamber, aud peering through a crevice in it,
beheld a sight that froze the blood in his veins.

The body of the unfortunate Lacroix was lying on
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the floor -bathed in blood. Beside it stood De Horn,
who was cleansing his poniard from its ruddy stains
with a napkin, ever and anon glancing at his prostrate
victim. De Mille, who seemed almost unconcerned at
the atrocious deed, had possessed himself of the porte-
feuille, and was feasting his greedy eyes with its
contents. Little did he think that the porte-feuille
was from his own father, and might have been obtained
without bloodshed.

So horrified was Terry by the dreadful spectacle
that met his gaze, that for a moment or two he could
not stir. Rousing himself at last, he noticed that the
key was in the lock, upon which he quickly fastened
the door, and then flew down stairs to give the
alarm.

The grating of the key in the lock startled the two
assassins. Throwing down his poniard, De Horn sprang
to the door and found it fastened. At that moment he
heard the cry of the Irishman.

“Perdition!” he exclaimed. “The alarm has been
given.”

Even at this terrible conjuncture, De Mille pre-
served his coolness, and thrusting the porte-feuille, for
which he had bartered his soul, into his breast, rushed
to the window and threw it open.

On looking out, he saw that by means of certain
projections in the timber of which the house was con-
structed descent was practicable, and, as luck would
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have it, there was no one at the moment in that part
of the alley.

“Saved!” he cried. ‘“We can get down here.”

“Lose not a moment,” cried De Horn, who was
close behind him. “I hear them on the stairs.”

De Mille then got through the window, and being
very light and active, quickly reached a brow post,
whence he let himself drop to the ground, but in the
fall, which was from too great a height, he sprained
his ankle severely. De Horn was more fortunate, and
reached the ground in safety. Regardless of his
companion, who limped after him, De Horn ran to-
wards the Rue Quincampoix, and plunging into the
crowd, which by this time had considerably augmented,
disappeared. .

Meantime, Terry, accompanied by the tavern-
keeper and a couple of garcons, burst into the room
which the assassins had just quitted. While the others
were transfixed by the ghastly spectacle presented to
their gaze, Terry rushed to the open window and
caught sight of De Mille, who, unable to proceed
farther, was seeking refuge in a door-way.

“There’s one ov ’em! I see him!” cried Terry.
“Come wid me, Pat,” he added to his comrade. “We'll
have him in less than no timel”

Caught in his retreat by the two Irishmen, De
Mille was speedily overpowered, and being dragged
back to the cabaret, was taken to the chamber of

.
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death and confronted with his vietim. It was im-
possible for him to deny his guilt, and he did not
attempt it. The porte-feuille was found mpon him,
and his laced ruffles and coat-sleeves were stained with
blood.

VL

The Porter of the Halle.

MgeanTIME, the alarm had been given by the gargons
of the cabaret, and in an incredibly short space of
time it was known by every one in the Rue Quin-
campoix that a frightful assassination had been com-
mitted by some young men of rank at the Epde de
Bois, in the Ruelle de Venise.

The gates at the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher and the
Rue-aux-Ours were closed, and no one was allowed by
the guard to pass through without strict investigation.
But these precautions were taken too late, as far as
D’Etampes was concerned. Long before the alarm
was given he was out of the Rue Quincampoix, and,
springing into a hired coach, drove with all possible
expedition to the Hotel de Flandre, where he secured
a few portable effects, and then quitted Paris. Nor
was he afterwards taken, but passed the remainder of
his days in the Dutch Indies, under the name of
Grandpré.



200 JOHN LAW.

The Comte de Horn managed to elude the vigil-
ance of the corps-de-garde stationed at the grille of
the Rue-Aubry-le-Boucher, but his habiliments being
torn,. and stained with blood, he did not dare to
proceed along the Rue Saint Denis, but hurried to-
wards the Halle, with the intention of entering some
obscure cabaret in that quarter.

The market was then at its height, and he might
have escaped detection, had not his scared looks and
disordered attire attracted the attention of a sturdy
porter, who caught hold of him and stopped him.

“Hola, monsieur!” cried this personage, detaining
him in his rough gripe. “What's the matter? From
the blood upon your shirt and sleeves, I judge you
have been engaged in a desperate fray. Have you
been fighting with some of the canaille in the Halle?
You look like a person of quality. Can I serve
you?”

“I am infinitely obliged to you, my good friend,”
replied De Horn, terrified by the detention. “I am,
as you conjecture, a person of condition. The blood
you see upon my dress is my own. I have been set
upon by ruffians in a tavern hard by, and deem my-
self lucky in escaping with life.”

“Mille diables!” exclaimed the porter. “This is
a case for the commissary of police. Allons, monsieur.
T'll conduct you to the office.”

“You are very obliging, my friend, but I needn’t
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trouble you to go with me,” replied De Horn. “Direct
me to the office — that will suffice.”

“Bah! it's no trouble at all. The office is close at
hand — in the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher. I know M.
Regnard, the commissary, very well. I'll introduce
you to him.”

“But there is no sort of necessity, I tell you,” said
De Horm, scarcely able to conceal his uneasiness. “If
the office is in the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher I can easily
find it.”

“You had better have me with you, or you will be
insulted by the dames de la Halle,” rejoined the
porter. ‘“‘Some of 'em, I see, are eyeing you sharply
already.”

Finding he could not get rid of his tormentor
without exciting suspicion, De Horn suffered himself
to be conducted to the Rue Aubry-le-Boucher, the
porter keeping close to his side all the way, so that
flight was impossible.

On arriving at the police-office, they were at once
ushered into the presence of M. Regnard, the commis-
sary, who listened attentively to De Horn’s tale. Be-
fore, however, the wretched young man had concluded
his recital, a tumult was heard in the outer room, and
an officer rushed in to say that a frightful assassina-
tion had just been committed at the Epée de Bois, in
the Ruelle de Venise, by two young seigneurs, of
whom one was taken, but the other had escaped.
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“Then this is the man you want! — this is the
second assassin!” cried the porter, pointing to De
Horn, whose looks and demeanour proclaimed his
guilt. “The moment I clapped eyes upon him I said
to myself that man is an assassin, and I wes de-
termined not to let him go, but to bring him to you,
M. le Commissaire. He came quietly enough, I must
say; but I would have brought him by force if he had
resisted.”

“You have done well, Bertrand,” said Regnard,
approvingly; “and if, as I suspect, this should turn
out to be the man, you shall be handsomely re-
warded.” :

“I want no reward for bringing an assassin to
justice,” replied Bertrand. “I have merely acted like
a good citizen.”

At a sign from the commissary, two more officers
were called in, and De Horn was arrested. On being
interrogated, he did not seek to disguise his name and
rank, expecting that when he stated that he belonged
to the highest ranks of the nobility, that he was the
younger brother of a Prince of the Pays Bas, a relative
of the Emperor of Germany, of the Princess Palatine,
and of the Regent himself, M. Regnard would order
his release. But in this expectation he was deeeived.
The announcement merely let the commissary know
that this was one of the young seigneurs about whom
he had previously received instructions from his chief,
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M. de Machault. 8o he ordered a detachment of
archers to be sent for, and as soon as they arrived
took the prisoner to the Epée de Bois.

The crowd in the Rue Quincampoix was in an
extraordinarily excited and tumultuous state. Exe-
crations and menaces greeted the prisoner as he passed
along, and but for the strong guard that surrounded
him, he might have fared ill.

The Ruelle de Venise was blocked up, but a pas-
sage being cleared through the throng, De Horn was
taken into the cabaret, and led to the room in which
the body of his victim was still lying. Here he
found his guilty associate, who cast one look at him
as he was brought in, but not a word passed between
them.

In the room, seated at the table, and writing notes,
was M. de Machault. He had been hastily summoned,
and, ever since his arrival, had been occupied in
examining the witnesses, the chief of whom were
the two Irishmen, the tavern-keeper, and the garconm.
By these witnesses De Mille’s guilt had already been
established, and their evidence in regard to De Horn's
participation in the crime was equally conclusive.

The inquiry did not last long. Batisfied of the
guilt of both parties, M. de Machault ordered them to
be taken to the Grand Chételet, and they were escorted
thither by the archers, the same fearful demonstrations
from the crowd accompanying them as had attended
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De Horn on his way to the Epée de Bois. The
prisoners were not allowed to have any discourse
together, but were lodged in separate dungeons.

After sending the prisoners to the Grand Chételet,
M. de Machault repaired to the Ho6tel Law, where he
had an interview with the comptroller-general. He
subsequently went to the Palais Royal, to learn the
Regent’s pleasure respecting the Comte de Horn, and
was told that justice must take its course. Shortly
afterwards, Law had an audience of the Regent, and
in consequence of the comptroller-general’s representa-
tions, an order was sent by the Regent to the presid-
ing judge of the court of the Grand Chéitelet, enjoining
that the two assassins, having been taken flagrante
delicto, should be brought to trial without delay. In
obedience to this mandate, on the very next day the
process commenced.

By this time De Horn had fully recovered his
confidence, persuading himself that he had interest
enough’ to save him from the penalty of his crime,
and, though De Mille did not entertain the same
conviction, his natural audacity stood him in good
stead, and he betrayed no misgiving as to the result of
the trial. In fact, the demeanour of both was marked
with so much levity, and they seemed so utterly in-
sensible of the enormity of the offence laid to their
charge, as to excite the indignation and reprehension
of the court.
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After a long and patient examination, they were
found guilty, and sentenced to be broken alive on the
wheel in the Place de Gréve, on the sixth day from
that on which their crime had been committed. This
terrible sentence did not produce much effect upon the
prisoners, and for ‘the simple reason that neither of
them believed it would be carried into effect.

“Don’t be cast down,” whispered De Horn to his
companion in crime. “This is mere form. We are not
destined to make a spectacle in the Place de Gréve.
My friends have promised to obtain us a pardon from
the Regent.”

They were then removed by the officers in attend-
ance, and taken back to their dungeons.

VIL

How the Regent refused to commute the Comte de Horn's Sentence.

THE assassination of Lacroix created an extraordi-
nary sensation throughout Paris. That such a daring
crime could be committed in the open day, in a public
cabaret, within a few yards of the crowded Rue Quin-
campoix, where the cries of the victim might have been
heard, filled all the speculators with alarm. Business
was almost at a standstill in the Rue Quincampoix.
The brokers were uneasy in their bureaux; the bankers "
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and money-lenders shut up their counters; and the
Mississippians did not dare to bring their porte-feuilles
with them. Many young men who had been known to
associate with De Horn and the others were regarded
with suspicion.

Though a crime of this nature fras as abhorrent to
the feelings of the nobility as to those of all other
classes of society, the condemnation of the Comte de
Horn to the death of a common felon was felt as a
blow to the whole order. Efforts had been made to
divert the course of justice and screen the perpetrators
of the crime, but such was the promptitude with which
they were brought to trial, that these efforts were de-
feated. The court had been crowded with persons of
the highest rank, and amongst them were the Duc de
Chatillon, the Duc d’Aremberg, the Prince de Robecq-
Montmorency, and the Maréchal d'Isinghien, all four
near relatives of the Comte de Horn, and it was the
presence of these personages that made the unfortunate
young man so confident of escape. To the proud
nobles themselves the sentence passed upon their dis-
honoured relative was a degradation which they could
not brook, and their feelings were shared by the other
nobles present. On leaving the court, they held a
conference together, and it was resolved that the Prince
de Montmorency and the other connexions of the
house of Horn should see the Regent without delay,
and procure from his highness either the pardon of
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their unfortunate relative, or a commutation of the
sentence.

Their intentions being reported to Law, ke obtained
an audience of the Regent at an early hour on the
following day, and implored his highness not to yield
to any solicitations that might be made him to spare
the assassins, as the atrocious nature of the crithe
imperatively demanded that the sentence should be
carried out. ‘“The greatest consternation has been
caused among all the holders of billets the bangtie,”
he said, “and a terrible example must be made of
the offenders, to reassure them. Unless the Comte
de Horn and his associate are executed, there will ro
longer be any security for moneyed men in Paris. I
pray your highness, therefore, to be inflexible.”

“I feel with you,” said the Regent. *“Such a crime
as this must not pass unpunished. I will turn a deaf
ear to all the supplications addressed to me — mo
matter by whom.”

Law had not been gone long, when, as had been
foreseen, the Prince de Montmorency, the Ducs de
Chatillon and D’Aremberg, with the Maréchal d'Ising-
hien, besought an interview with the Regent, and were
at once admitted.

The Regent received them w1th great consideration,
evincing by his manner the sympathy he felt for
them.

- “We have come,” said the Prince de Montmorency, -
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“as supplicants to your highness in behalf of our un-
happy kinsman, the Comte de Horn. We do not for a
moment attempt to extenuate the crime he has commit-
ted. It is of the darkest dye, and deserves the severest
punishment. If the consequences fell only upon his
own head, we would not interpose between him and
justice. Nay, if he were doomed to die by the axe,
no word of remonstrance should be heard from us.
Two of his ancestors died so. Philippe, Comte de
Horn, was beheaded by the Duke of Alva in 1568,
and two years later, Comte Floris de Horn was put to
death in like manner by Philip II. of Spain. Their
deaths brought no dishonour to the house. But if
Comte Antoine de Horn should die the felon's death
to which he has been adjudged, an ineffaceable stain
will be cast on every branch of his illustrious house.
There is scarcely a noble family in the Pays Bas but
the house of Horn is allied with it. Shall dishonour
be brought upon all these houses? Shall it be told to
the Comte Maximilien, the proudest and most chivalrous
of men, that his brother has been broken on the wheel ?
Shall it be told to the Emperor of Germany that a
member of his royal house has died this shameful death?
Even the Princess Palatine and your highness yourself
will be touched by it.”

“Eh bien!” cried the Regent, “I will share the
opprobrium with you all. That ought to be a consola-
tion to the other relatives.”
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“I cannot believe, monseigneur, that you will in-
flict this indelible disgrace upon a house so illustrious
and so proudly allied,” said the Maréchal d'Isinghien.
“Your highness may not be aware that if Comte An-
toine de Horn should be broken on the wheel, his
family will be rendered infamous for three generations.
Besides the shame they will have to endure, no male
can become an abbé or bishop, no female a canoness.
At this very moment the sister of the unhappy An-
toine is about to enter a convent, but she cannot do
so if her brother dies this infamous death. For her
sake — for the sake of her brother Prince Maximilien
— for the sake of us all — commute this miserable
young man’s sentence to decapitation. I ask no further
grace, but I beseech you to save a noble house from
dishonour.” '

“It is not the mode of ‘death that degrades, but
the offence,” replied the Regent.

“La crime fait 1a honte, et non pas 1'échafaud.

The Comte de Horn has committed a felon's act, and
must die a felon’s death. I cannot — will not com-
mute his punishment.”

“I grieve to hear your highness say so,” said the
Duc d’Aremberg, sternly. “By this severity you will
make enemies of all the nobles of the Pays Bas and
Germany, who will feel themselves outraged. The
Emperor would have passed no such sentence.”

John Law. II. A
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“I will go further than that,” said Montmorency,
boldly. “The Emperor will be justly indignant that
one of his house should be executed like a felon.”

“I cannot help his anger,” said the Regent, im-
patiently. “If I make all the nobles of the Pays Bas,
and all those of Germany, my mortal foes, I will not
pervert justice.” )

“Your nobility look to you as the guardian of
their privileges, monseigneur,” said the Duc de Cha-
tillon. “In your hands their honour ought to remain
unsullied. You are yielding to the people, who
clamour that the high birth of the Comte de Horn
will shield him from the consequences of his crime;
and the concession you are making will react upon
the throne. We know the pressure that has been
brought to bear upon your highness. We know that
the comptroller-general has stated that an example
must be made. But we beseech you to listen to our
supplications, not to him. If this ignominious sentence
is carried out, be assured we shall never forgive M.
Law for the injury inflicted upon us.”

“Have you done, messieurs?” demanded the Re-
gent, coldly.

“We have,” replied Montmorency, sternly. ¢And
we only regret that we should have troubled your
highness at all. We are persuaded you will rue this
step.” :

“I do not think so,” returned the Regent. ‘But
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I shall not shrink from the consequences, be they what
they may. I am sorry I cannot listen to your prayers
— that is impossible. But is there any other grace I
can show you? Perhaps you may desire to visit your
unhappy kinsman in his prison? If so, you shall have
permission to do so.”

There was a certain significance .in the tone in
which this proposition was made, that conveyed more
than the words implied, and after the supplicants had
conferred a moment together, the Prince de Mont-
morency said:

“The Maréchal d'Tsinghien and myself will avail
ourselves of your highness's permission to visit the
prisoner.”

“You will do well,” rejoined the Regent. *Per-
haps you may be able to reconcile him to his doom.”

“We will try,” said Montmorency.

And bowing profoundly, the whole party took
their departure.

As soon as they were gone, Nocé, who had been
standing at the back of the cabinet, came forward.

“Your highness has displayed more firmness than
I expected,” he remarked.

“I cannot commute De Horn's sentence,” replied
the Regent. “I would rather displease the nobles
than the people. I gave Montmorency a hint, and
I hope he will act upon it.”

“I am sure he will,” said Nocé. “But I doubt
1



212 JOHN LAW.

whether De Horn has the courage to save himself from
this ignominious death. Your highness must admit I
am a good physiognomist. I foretold that this young
man would come to a violent end.”

“I begin to think your prediction will be fulfilled,”
replied the Regent.

VIIL

How the Prince de Montmorency and the Maréchal D'Isinghien had an
Interview with the Comte de Horn in the Grand Chételet.

LATER on in the day, and provided with a warrant
from the Regent, the Prince de Montmorency and the
Maréchal d'Isinghien repaired to the Grand Chételet,
in the dungeons of which their unhappy kinsman was
bestowed. ’

In these prisons, which were among the strongest
in Paris, many tragical events occurred at the time of
the League, and during the faction of the Armagnacs.
Some of the dungeons were horrible places, as may be
inferred from their names — les Chaines, la Fosse, le
Puits, les Oubliettes, and les Boucheries. Prisoners
were lowered into “le Puits,” which was knee-deep in
water, in the way that a bucket is let down into a
well. In the lowest depths of the Grand Chételet
there was a frightful hole called “Fin d'aise,” in which
a prisoner could neither stand upright nor sit down.
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These dungeons were demolished at the commencement
of the present century.

But it was not in any of the horrible places just
referred to that the Comte de Horn and Captain de
Mille were confined. The cells allotted to both were
large and airy — that in which De Horn was placed
being denominated “le Paradis,” while De Mille was
lodged in “la Gloriette.” .

The high rank of the visitors, and the order which
they brought from the Regent, ensured them attention
from the governor, M. Dartaguiette, who conducted
them in person to the dungeon wherein their relative
was confined, assuring them it was the best in the
Chételet, and as good as any chamber in the Bastille.
After ushering them into the cell, M. Dartaguiette
retired and left them alone with the prisoner — placing
a gaoler outside the door. On their entrance, De
Horn, who was seated at a little table, started joyfully
to his feet, but their looks struck him with dismay.

“Have you brought me a pardon?” he inquired.

“You must prepare for the worst,” replied Mont-
morency. “The Regent is inexorable. We have not
asked for a pardon, but merely for a commutation of
your sentence to death by the axe. But this his high-
ness refuses.”

“Must I, then, die?” almost shrieked De Horn.

“Undoubtedly,” rejoined D'Isinghien. “And, what
is more, you deserve death.” : '
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“Ah! you have been false to me!” cried De Horn.
“You have not besought the Regent to spare me, but
to put me to death. You are traitors. But I will find
others who will reach his highness.”

“Do not delude yourself by the idle expectation,”
said Montmorency, sternly. “I tell you the Regent is
inexorable. You have committed an atrocious crime,
for which you deserve the death to which you are
adjudged, and it is only because the manner of your
execution will bring infamy upon the prince your
brother, upon the princess your sister, and upon all
connected with your house, that we have interceded
for you.”

For a few minutes De Horn covered his face with
his hands, and remained speechless. With quivering
lips, and in broken accents, he then cried,

“Save me! — oh, save me from this infamous
death!”

“There is only this means of escape,” rejoined
Montmorency, giving him a small phial.

“What is this?” cried De Horn. “Poison?”

“Drain that phial, and you will escape an ignomi-
nious death, and save your family from infamy,” said
D'Isinghien. “Our errand is done.”

“Stay!” cried De Horn. “Take back the phial.
I will not die thus. I distrust you. You want to get
rid of me. The Regent will never allow his own
kinsman to be executed.”
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“Indulge no such hope,” rejoined Montmorency.

“Your fate is the wheel, unless you avoid it by the
- means we have just offered you.”

“I cannot do it!” cried De Horn, thrusting the
phial into Montmorency’s hands.

“What!” exclaimed the prince, contemptuously.
‘““Are you of such a craven nature that you fear death?
Would you bring infamy upon your illustrious house
and all its connexions? Shame on you! — shame on
you!”

“But I shall not die!” cried the miserable young
man. “The Regent will pardon me.”

“Madman! you have no alternative but poison or
a felon’s death!” rejoined Montmorency. “Since you
elect the latter, we have no further business here. You
will not see us again.”

And he turned his back upon him.

“You are the reproach of a noble race, and are
only worthy to die upon the wheel,” cried D'Isinghien,
regarding him with abhorrence.

Then, calling to the gaoler to open the door, they
quitted the cell, leaving De Horn completely pro-
strated.
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IX.

Of the last Interview between Laborde and his Son.

TerriBLE was the effect produced upon Laborde
' by the intelligence that Lacroix had been barbarously
assassinated. How could he do otherwise than charge
himself with being the cause of the unfortunate man's
destruction! A fit seized BYm, and he fell down in-
sensible. «Medical assistance being quickly procured
by old Delmace, who was with him at the time, and
who, in fact, had brought him the dreadful news,
Laborde was saved from the consequences of the
attack, but for two days his life was despaired of,
and, during the whole of that time, he continued de-
lirious.

On the morning of the third day an improvement
took place. Having slept for a few hours, he awoke
refreshed, and the cloud that had obscured his mind
had partially cleared away. The first object his gaze
rested upon was his daughter, who was seated by his
couch, watching over him, while at a little distance
stood old Delmace. Though Laborde’s faculties were
still in a confused state, he was sensible that a great
change had taken place in Colombe’s looks, and that
her countenance bore traces of deep mental anguish.

“What is the matter with you, my child?” he in-
quired, in feeble tones. “What has happened?”
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“Do not ask me, father,” she rejoined. ‘‘You have
been ill. Do you feel better?”

“Yes, I am better — much better,” he rejoined.
“But my head is still bewildered. I know some dire
calamity has occurred. Don't keep it from me.”

Colombe made no reply, but turned away to hide
her tears. All at once the dreadful truth rushed upon
Laborde, and, raising himself, he called out, in a voice

“ that terrified both his daughter and old Delmace, the
latter of whom rushed towards the bed.

“Your precautions are in vain. The fiends are
yelling in my ears that I am the father of an as-
sassin.”

“Be calm, sir — be calm, I implore you,” said
Delmace, with difficulty restraining him. “For your
daughter's sake be calm. You know not what she has
endured. Be thankful to Heaven, sir, that if you have
an evil son, who has caused you nothing but grief and
shame, you have the best of daughters. Mademoiselle
Colombe is an angel. She has been watching by
you for two whole days and nights — ever since your
attack.”

“You are right, Delmace,” said Laborde, upon
whom his old servant's words produced an instan-
taneous effect; “Colombe is an angel of goodness, and
I ought to be grateful to Heaven for bestowing such a
daughter upon me. I have treated you unkindly, my
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child,” he added, taking her hand, “but if I am spared,
I will make amends.”

“Oh! do not think of me, dear father,” she said.
“Guilty as Raoul is, you must still think of him.
Are you able to bear the afflicting news I have to tell
you?”

“I am,” replied Laborde. “I would rather hear
the worst, however painful it may be, than be kept in
suspense. Does my wretched son yet live?” .

“He does,” replied Colombe; “but he has been
tried, and condemned to — to — —"” She could not
finish the sentence.

“He is doomed to be broken on the wheel,” sup-
plied Delmace. “Three days hence the terrible sen-
tence will be carried into effect at the Place de
Grave.”

“Horror!” exclaimed Laborde, sinking back upon
his couch with a groan.

YYou have said too much, Delmace,” cried Co-
lombe, reproachfully. “You have killed him by this
intelligence.”

“Oh! no, no. I can bear it,” said Laborde. I
myself am not free from guilt in this dreadful affair.”

“You, father — impossible!” exclaimed Colombe. ¢

“Your brain is wandering, sir,” said Delmace.

“No, my mind is clear enough now,” rejoined
Laborde. “I tell you that I have been unwittingly
instrumental in causing the assassination of poor La-
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croix. I sent him to assist Raoul, and it was in exe-
cuting my orders' that he met his terrible fate.”

“This is indeed a sad and strange complication of
the affair,” said Colombe, “but you need not reproach
yourself for an act that was intended for the best. It
may be a consolation to you to know that Raoul was
tried under his assumed name of Laurent de Mille, and
has not been recognised as your son.”

“For me it matters not,” rejoined Laborde. “I
cannot hide from myself the consciousness that I am
the father of an assassin. I can never hold up my
head again. But with you, Colombe, the case is dif-
ferent; and on your account I rejoice that no discovery
has been made.”

“I have deemed it right to impart the terrible
truth to M. Law and Lady Catherine,” said Colombe.
“And I need not tell you, you have their profound com-
miseration.”

“For your sake, Colombe, I wish the truth could
have been concealed even from them,” cried Laborde.

“I have done with the world, father,” she rejoined.
“I shall hide my woes in a convent.”

“No, no — not so,” he rejoined. “I am rich. You
shall marry Evelyn, and be happy.”

“That cannot be now, father,” she rejoined, sadly.

At this moment a tap was heard at the door, and
the summons being answered by Delmace, the old man
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presently returned to say that M. Law was in the outer
room.

“Shall I go to him, father?” asked Colombe.

“No; beg him to come in,” said Laborde to Del-
mace. “I am quite strong enough to see him.”

On his entrance, Law took the chair which Co-
lombe ceded to him by her father's bed-side, and ex-
pressed the profound sympathy he felt for the un-
fortunate man, adding, “I would urge you, if you feel
equal to the effort, at once to leave Paris, and go to
my chiteau of Guermande, where you can remain till
you are perfectly recovered. My carriage shall convey
you thither. Be advised by me, and go,” he con-
tinued, seeing that Laborde hesitated. ‘Guermande,
as you know, is only a few leagues from Paris, so that
the journey will not fatigue you much. You will be
better out of the way. Colombe,” he added to her,
“you must prepare your father for immediate depar-
ture.”

“I will obey you, sir,” replied Laborde. “I feel
it is for the best — but I must see my unfortunate
son before I go.”

“On no account,” said Law. “The interview will
answer no good purpose, and will only give you un-
necessary pain.”

“I am his father, monseigneur,” replied Laborde,
‘“and, though he has caused me inconceivable misery,
I cannot shut my heart to him. I know the enormity
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of his crime — I know he does not deserve mercy —
but is there any hope for him?”

“None whatever,” replied Law. “The sentence
will infallibly be carried out. Therefore I urge you,
for your own sake, and for your daughter's sake, to
depart at once for Guermande, and not subject your-
self to a needless trial of your feelings. Why do you
not dissuade your father from the hazardous design,
Colombe?”

“Because I think he ought to see my unhappy
brother,” she rejoined. “I will go with him to the
prison.”

Finding nothing less would content them, Law
yielded, and said, “In an hour my carriage shall be
here, and shall take you to the Grand Chéatelet. I
will send you an order for admittance to the prisoner.
After you have had the interview you desire, you can
proceed at once to Guermande, where I hope you will
spend a few weeks.”

“I do not think I have many weeks to live,
monseigneur,” replied Laborde; “but I thank you
from the bottom of my heart for your consideration.”

Pressing poor Laborde’s hand kindly, Law then
quitted the room.

In an hour, as arranged, the carriage arrived, and
Laborde and his daughter being ready, they entered
it, and were driven to the Grand Chéitelet, where the
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order sent them, according to his promise, by Law pro-
cured them immediate admittance to the prisoner.-

On their entrance into his cell, which was nearly
as large as that assigned to his wretched associate, De
Mille, as we shall still continue to call him, manifested
some discomposure, but almost immediately recovered
his self-possession.

Poor Laborde, however, was so overcome by the
sight of his son, that he sank down upon the only
seat which the cell contained, and for some moments
could not utter a word.

“I hope you will pass the few days left you on
carth in penitence and prayer, Raoul,” said Colombe,
“and seek to obtain pardon from your Supreme Judge.
Begin by imploring forgiveness from your father, whom
you have so deeply afflicted.”

“I cannot bend the knee to any man now,” re-
joined De Mille, stubbornly. ‘“But my father is the
cause of this catastrophe. If he had given me the
money I asked for, it would not have happened.”

“I had a good motive for the refusal,” replied
Laborde, “but it was my intention to let you have
‘the money. Learn, miserable wretch, th#t the un-
fortunate Lacroix, whom you so ruthlessly slew, was
my agent, and charged by me to give you money.
The portefeuille you snatched from him was mine —
ay, mine! If you had waited a few minutes, you
would have been spared this dreadful crime.”
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“I suppose I must believe what you tell me,” re-
plied his son, surprised by the information. “But how
was I to guess that Lacroix was your agent? You
should not have adopted this round about mode of as-
sisting me. If you had given me the money at once,
I should not now be here.”

“Oh, Raoul! how shocked I am to find you in this
impenitent condition,” cried Colombe. “If you harden
your heart thus, you will perish everlastingly.”

“I am no hypocrite, Colombe,” replied her brother,
“and I will not feign a penitence I do not — cannot
feel. I don't like to die. Life is sweet; and if my
career were not cut short in this merciless manner, I
might enjoy many years of pleasure.”

“Pleasure! — always pleasure!” cried Colombe. ‘It
is your insatiate love of pleasure that has destroyed you.”

-“Life is worth nothing without enjoyment,” rejoined
her brother. “I don't fear death. But the wheel is a
horrible punishment. I have always been vain of my
limbs, and don't desire to have them shattered. Have
you brought me anything, Colombe?”

“Here is a devout book, which I pray you to
peruse,” she replied, giving him a small volume. “It
will afford you consolation.”

“I don’t want that,” he replied, tossing it aside
disdainfully. Then, drawing near to her, he added,
in a low voice, “Have you brought me anything to
enable me to avoid the wheel?”
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“No,” she replied, shuddering. “Do you think
I would furnish you with the means of self-destruc-
tion?”

“Why not?” he rejoined, almost fiercely. ‘It
would be the kindest thing you could do for me. I
would have thanked you if you had enabled me to
avoid that horrible wheel. But since you have come
empty-handed, you might have spared me the visit.”

“Father, let us go,” said Colombe. *“We shall do
no good here.”

“Oh! my son! my son!” cried Laborde, in a voice
of anguish. “I call upon you, at this supreme moment,
to repent — so that you may yet be forgiven.”

“Will not those cries move you?” said Colombe.

“No,” replied her brother. “I will die as I have
lived.”

Laborde gazed at him for some moments in speech-
less anguish, but finding there were no signs of yield-
ing, he called to the gaoler, and quitted the cell with
his daughter.

“M. Law was right,” he observed to Colombe. “I
ought to have avoided this interview.”

In less than three hours afterwards Laborde and
his daughter arrived at the splendid Chéteau de Guer-
mande, near Lagny. But no new day dawned upon
the unfortunate man. The interview with his guilty
son had been too much for him. He had another fit
that night, and expired in his daughter’s arms.
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X

The Curé de Saint Paul.

- TeE hope of a pardon, to which the unhappy Comte
de Horn obstinately clung, despite what had been said
to him by his two noble kinsmen, was at last dis-
pelled by Pére Gueret, Curé de Saint Paul, who
visited him in his cell on the afternoon of the following
day.

“Your doom is sealed, my son,” said the curé to
him. “You have not many hours to live. Make the
most, therefore, of the little time left you on earth.
By full confession of your sins, by heartfelt penitence,
and by earnest supplication, you may obtain forgive-
ness of Heaven. But here there is no longer any hope
for you on earth.”

For some time the wretched young man was in a
state of great excitement, refusing to listen to Pére
Gueret's exhortations of the good curé, but at last,
becoming calmer, he knelt down, and made his shrift,
professing such profound contrition for his offences,
that the good curé could not refuse him absolution.

Much comforted, De Horn then said to the priest,

“I deserve to die on the wheel, but I hope, out of
consideration for my noble family, that the Regent,

John Law. II. 15
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in his goodness, will accord me a less dishonourable
death.” )

“I can hold out no hopes for you, my som,” re-
plied Pére Gueret. “M. Law told me this morning
that the Regent is inexorable. You must, therefore,
resign yourself to your doom.”

At the words, a mortal sickness seized De Horn.
Alarmed by his appearance, the good curé aided him
to a seat, and was about to summon the gaoler, when
the prisoner stopped him, saying,

“It is only a momentary faintness. It will pass.”

Damps broke out upon his brow, and relieved him,
but his face was deadly white, and his very lips were
bloodless.

“Tell me, good father,” he gasped, fixing a haggard
look uwpon the curé, “does one suffer much on the
wheel ?”

The curé regarded him compassionately, scarcely
knowing how to reply, but at last said,

“If you are sincerely penitent, my son, Heaven
will strengthen you to endure the pain. The penitent
thief who suffered with our blessed Lord was sup-
ported on the cross. Call upon the blessed saints and
martyrs in the hour of agony, and I doubt not you
will be sustained. I shall be near you to the last,
and will not cease to pray for your speedy deliver-
ance.”

With this the good man quitted the cell, and pro-
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ceeded to that of De Mille, with whom, however, he
was less successful than he had been with the other
prisoner. De Mille refused all spiritual assistance.
At last the curé, incensed by his obstinacy, exclaimed,

“Miserable wretch! You will die unabsolved, and
your soul will remain ever in torment. Very different
from your conduct is that of the partner of your guilt.
He has made his peace with Heaven.”

“What! has the Comte de Horn surrendered him-
self into the hands of a priest?” cried De Mille, with
a derisive langh. “I did not deem him capable of
such weakness.”

“His weakness, as you profanely call it, will profit
him more than your obstinacy,” said the curd. “But,
hardened as you are, I trust that your heart may yet
be touched. I will pray that it may be so.” ‘

XI

How a Change was wrought in De Mille.

Pire GuErer had not long quitted the cell, when
another person was introduced by the gaoler, who
retired and left him with the prisoner. The new comer
was Evelyn Harcourt.

“What brings you here, sir?” demanded De Mille,
in a stern voice. *“Do you come to mock me, or to
gratify an idle curiosity ?”

15%
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“I come at the instance of your afflicted sister,”
replied Evelyn.

“What sister?” cried De Mille, almost fiercely.
“I have none. And if I had, I do not see what right
you have to meddle with me and my family.”

“The prevarication will answer no purpose,” said
Evelyn. “I know the truth. It is omnly at your
sister's request that I have consented to come here. I
bring news of your father.”

“If you persist in calling Laborde my father, I
cannot help it,” rejoined De Mille. “But I acknow-
ledge no relationship to him.”

“The disclaimer is useless,” said Evelyn. *“Colombe
has told me all.”

“I am sorry for it,” rejoined De Mille. “You are
the very last person to whom the secret should have
been confided. I hoped it might die with me, and
then no harm would have been done to my family.
But what news do you bring of my father?”

“Prepare yourself,” said Evelyn, in a solemn voice.
“He is dead.”

“Dead!” almost shrieked De Mille. “Then I am
a parricide. Oh, Heaven! the measure of my iniquities
would not have been complete without this heinous
crime.” .

“I will not disguise from you that the shock you
have given your father has killed him,"” said Evelyn.
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“He died last night in the arms of his daughter, at the
Chéiteau de Guermande, whence I have just returned.”
“I am, indeed, a wretch unworthy to live,” cried
De Mille, horror-stricken. ‘“Pére Gueret told me just
now that my heart would be touched — and so it is.
I see the hand of Heaven in this. I now comprehend
the magnitude of my offences, and will repent of them.
But there is no hope for such a sinner as I am.”
“There is always hope,” said Evelyn. “Your
father forgave you with his dying lips, and will in-
tercede for you at the throne of Mercy. Make your
peace with Heaven.” .
“I will strive to do so,” rejoined the other, in .
broken accents. “Oh, Evelyn! I have been fatal to
my family. My poor mother’s heart was broken by
my reckless conduct, and now I have destroyed my
father. But let me not destroy Colombe. Do not
cease to love her because she is my sister. No two
human beings were ever more unlike in character than
she and I — she all goodness — I the incarnation of
evil. If I had listened to her admonitions I should
not be here now — sullied by crime and filled with
remorse. Forget, if you can, that such a wretch as
Raoul Laborde ever existed, and let my name never
be mentioned between you and Colombe. Say you
will continue to love her, Evelyn. She will die if you
abandon her.”
“Fear nothing,” replied Evelyn. “All the trials
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Colombe has endured have only tended to exalt her
character in my eyes, and strengthen my affection for
her.”

“Oh! thanks for that assurance,” cried De Mille.
“Certain that the fatal influence I have exercised over
both my parents will not attach to Colombe — certain
she will be happy — I shall die content. Tell Co-
lombe that her image will enable me to bear my
punishment without & groan, and that my latest thoughts
will be hers. And now farewell for ever, Evelyn!
‘When you go forth, I pray you send Pére Gueret to
me. He will find me an altered man.”

“It will console your sister in her deep affliction
to hear of this change in you,” said Evelyn. “Be
assured she will not forget you in her prayers. Fare-
well for ever!”

And he quitted the cell.

Shortly afterwards Pére Gueret again made his
appearance. De Mille threw himself humbly and pe-
nitently at his feet, cleansed his bosom of its heavy
load, and received absolution.
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XIL

The Place de Gréve.

THE day of execution arrived.

A vast concourse had assembled in the Place de
Gréve, where preparations had been made for the
tragical drama about to be enacted. A large scaffold,
draped with black, had been erected on the side of the
place nearest the Hotel de Ville; and on this scaffold
were the two hideous machines to which the sufferers
were to be attached. The dismal structure was guarded
by a body of archers in their full equipments. The
windows of every habitation commanding a view of
the Place de Gréve were filled with spectators, and in
front of the Hétel de Ville was ranged a long line of
carriages, sent thither by the noble relatives of the
Comte de Horn; the coachmen and footmen being in
mourning, as if they were in attendance upon a funeral.
This was the only recognition of his rank shown to
the unhappy young man. A guard of mounted mousque-
taires placed in front of the carriages, protected them
from the crowd. .

The patience of the amateurs of sanguinary ex-
hibitions worthy of ancient Rome was severely tried.
They had to wait many hours. It was not until nearly
four o’clock in the afternoon that a dull roar proceed-
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ing from the throng on the Pont Notre-Dame an-
nounced that the gloomy cortége had set forth from
the Grand Chatelet.

The previous tedium was then forgotten, and all
eyes were turned towards the bridge, over which a
large body of archers, numbering as many as two
hundred, was presently seen to advance, but at a very
slow pace. In the midst of this unusually strong
escort, were two charrettes, each drawn by four horses.
In the foremost of the cars, with his back to the
horses, sat the Comte de Horn — a long black cloak
completely shrouding his person, which had been al-
most stripped of its attire, in preparation for the dread-
ful punishment he had to undergo. The deathly pallor
of his features was heightened by the sombre hue of
the cloak, and his looks showed that he was appalled
by the frightful yells and execrations addressed to him
by the savage spectators. Once or twice he stole a
glance at the crowd, but instantly averted his gaze
from the fierce and pitiless looks he encountered. No-
thing but abhorrence and gratified vengeance was
written in the faces he beheld. He tried to pray, but
his mouth was parched, and his ashy lips refused their
office. His only resource was to fix his eyes stead-
fastly upon the crucifix held towards him by Pére
Gueret, who accompanied him in the charrette.

Not such was the demeanour of De Mille, who oc-
cupied the hindmost car, and was attended by the
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chaplain of the Chatelet. Like his wretched associate,
he was wrapped in a long black cloak, but the cries
by which he was assailed, so far from cowing him,
roused all the fierceness of his nature, and glancing
defiantly around, he requited the spectators with looks
as menacing as their own. At last, stung beyond en-
durance at the continuous hooting, he rose from his
seat, and looked as if about to fling himself, bound as
he was, upon his tormentors. The chaplain, however,
prevailed upon him to sit down. 'This display of
courage operated in his favour with the mob, and their
invectives lessened in fury. After this, De Mille be-
came perfectly cool and collected, and scrutinised the
spectators on either side as if in search of some familiar
face. But he perceived none that was known to him,
until just as he reached the foot of the bridge his eye
alighted upon the two Irishmen. Reproaching himself
for the wrong he had done them, he turned away, and
was instantly engrossed by other objects.

By this time, the car containing the Comte de Horn
had entered the Place de Gréve, and a. frightful yell
arose from the assemblage. This ordeal was perhaps
the most terrible that the wretched young man had to
endure, and he internally prayed for deliverance. So
dense was the crowd, that it was with difficulty that a
passage could be forced through it by the archers,
and two or three stoppages occurred in consequence.
During these unavoidable delays the Comte de Horn
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suffered indescribable anguish, so that before he
reached the place of execution, it might be truly said
with him that the bitterness of death had almost
passed. ’ '

Already half a dozen ominous-looking personages,
clad in habiliments of blood-red serge, and having
their muscular arms bared to the shoulder, had taken
possession of the scaffold, and from that eminence were
watching the slow progress of the charrettes through
the concourse. These were the two executioners and
their aids.

So faint was the Comte de Horn, that, on reaching
the spot where he was about to expiate his offences
with his life, he had to be helped out of the car, and
could not mount the scaffold without assistance. Onm
gaining the summit and beholding the horrible ap-
paratus prepared for him, he would have sunk, if the
assistants had not quickly placed him in a chair.

But De Mille maintained an undaunted deportment
to the last. Although he was still very lame from the
effects of his. fall from the window of the Epde de
Bois, he refused all assistance to ascend the steps of
the scaffold. As he reached the fatal platform, the
yells that were resounding on all sides suddenly ceased,
and a deep silence ensued. Amid this hush, which
was the more impressive from the contrast it offered to
the previous din, De Mille took a last look around.

With a composure which, under the circumstances,
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was astonishing, and which extorted something of ad-
miration from the thousands who watched him, he
allowed his gaze to wander over the sea of upturned
faces that invaded the scaffold on all sides — mnoted
the old and picturesque habitations forming one side
of the Place de Gréve — surveyed the stately Hotel
de Ville, and remarked the line of carriages drawn up
before it, wondering how they came to be there; and
then, bidding an everlasting adieu to all on earth, cast
a look towards heaven, and was still gazing upwards,
when a slight touch on the shoulder recalled him to
the terrible business on hand. He then perceived that
De Horn was kneeling before the curé of Saint Paul,
and immediately prostrated himself beside him.

During all this time the crowd kept sach profound
silence that the voices of the prisoners reciting their
prayers could be distinctly heard at some distance from
the scaffold. Their devotions over, Pére Gueret ex-
horted them to bear their sufferings with resignation,
and to trust in the Saviour who had died for them.
He then held the crucifix to their lips, and they both
kissed it fervently.

Hitherto, no word had passed between them since
they quitted the Chételet, and they had not even ex-
changed a look. Had it been possible, De Mille would
have embraced his unhappy associate, but his arms
being bound, he could only gaze mournfully into his
face.
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“Comte de Horn,” he said, “I implore your for-
giveness. If you had not listened to my evil suggestions
your hands would be free from blood, and you“would
not be upon this scaffold. I am the author and insti-
gator of the crime for which we are both about to
suffer. On my head alone ought to fall the punish-
ment. My sole concern is that you must share my
doom. Can you forgive me?”

“I do — I forgive you as I hope myself to be for-
given,” replied De Horn, earnestly. “It matters little
who suggested the crime. Our guilt is equal. May
Heaven have mercy upon us both!”

“Amen!” ejaculated De Mille, fervently.

“Are you ready?” demanded the principal execu-
tioner, in a harsh voice.

Both prisoners replied in the affirmative.

“Heaven support you!” cried Pére Gueret and the
chaplain together. “We will pray for you.”

The prisoners were then divested of their cloaks,
and each was taken to the wheel intended for him, and
bound tightly to it by cords.

During this terrible process, the Comte de Horn
uttered many woful ejaculations, but his companion set
his teeth firmly, and did not allow a word or groan to
.escape him. ’

When the assistants had completed their task, the
executioners, each wielding a heavy bar of iron, ad-
vanced towards them.
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At this moment a perceptible shudder ran through
the assemblage, and shrieks and stifled exclamations
were deard.

De Horn closed his eyes, and called upon all the
saints for succour, but De Mille spoke not, and fixed
such a look upon the executioner who approached him,
as almost to intimidate the wretch.

It is not our design to inflict upon our readers any
description of the dreadful scene that ensued. Happily,
the horrible punishment to which the unhappy young
men were subjected, and which was first practised in
Paris during the reign of the chivalrous Francis the
First, has long been abolished. But we may mention,
in order to show the severity of the torture, that a
coup de grace was never given to the sufferer. In the
case before us, it is upon record that after the execu-
tioner had done his butcherly work upon the Comte
de Horn, and broken his comely limbs, the miserable
young man was allowed to remain in his agony for an
hour and a half before death relieved him.

De Mille escaped with much less suffering. One
of the assistants, who had been paid for the service,
allowed the end of the rope that bound the culprit's
neck to the wheel to drop between the planks. This
cord was seized by a hand beneath and tightemed, so
that De Mille was strangled almost before the execu-
tioner began his work.

The band that pulled the cord and thus relieved
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the wretched young man from further torture was that
of old Delmace.

The Regent having adjudged the confiscation wef the
property of the unhappy Comte de Horn to his brother
Prince Maximilien, received the following scornful
letter:

“I do not complain, monseigneur, of the death of
my brother. But I do complain that your royal high-
ness has violated in your own person the rights of the
nobility and of the nation. I thank you for the confisca-
tion of my brother’s goods, but I should deem myself
as infamous as he was if I received any favour from
you. May God and the king one day render you
justice as strict as you have rendered my unhappy
brother!”

END OP SEVENTH BOOK.
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How the Mississippians were driven from the Rue Quincampoix.

THE dreadful crime perpetrated by the Comte de
Horn and his associates furnished Law with a pretext
for suppressing all agiotage, which, owing to the
manceuvres of the Mississippians, who had now begun
to speculate on the baisse, had become so prejudicial
to the System. Accordingly, he issued a decree, pro-
hibiting all persons from assembling in the Rue Quin-
campoix for the purpose of dealing in shares. The
decree likewise prohibited any banker or broker from
keeping a bureau in the street.

On the publication of this edict, the Mississippians,
who began to assemble as usnal in the Rue Quincam-
poix, were driven out by the guard; all the bureaux
were closed; and the street, lately the busiest and
noisiest in Paris, became silent and deserted.

Law, however, found it utterly impossible to ex-

tinguish the fire which he himself had kindled. The
* passion for gambling still burnt as fiercely as ever in
the breasts of the speculators. Expelled from their
favourite rendezvous, the Mississippians met in de-
tached groups in the Place des Victoires, in the Rue
de la Ferronnerie, on the quays, and in other places,
John Law. II. 16
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and though constantly dispersed by patrols, they
managed to conduct their operations as before.

Thus baffled, Law issued a still more stringent
decree, prohibiting all meetings for stock-jobbing pur-
poses in any place whatsoever, on pain of imprison-
ment, and a fine of three thousand livres. But this
second decree was violated in the same flagrant manner
as the first, and determined resistance being offered
by the Mississippians to those who interfered with them,
Law at last very reluctantly agreed to allow them a
legitimate place of meeting in the Place Venddme.

Very different was the aspect of this new mart
from that of the Rue Quincampoix, and the Mississip-
pians gained immensely in comfort and convenience
by the exchange from a narrow crowded street to
a broad open place. Tents, ranged in lines across the
magnificent area of the Place Vendéme, produced a
novel and charming effect, and delighted the pleasure-
loving Parisians, who flocked thither in crowds, as to
a fair. Half of the tents were occupied by bankers
and brokers from the Rue Quincampoix; the other
half, which comprised the largest and most: elegant of .
these temporary structures, were tenanted by traiteurs
and dealers in costly stuffs, jewellery, and ornaments
of all kinds.

Though the assemblage in the Place Vendéme was
under the surveillance of the police, yet as a wvast
number of disorderly persons of both sexes mixed with
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it, the scenes that frequently took place caused so
much scandal, that Law broke up the camp, and trans-
ferred the Mississippians to another locality.

It may be remembered that among Law’s vast
possessions was the Hotel de Soissons, which he had
purchased for a very large sum from the Prince de
Carignan. In the garden attached to this hotel he
caused six hundred barraques to be constructed, and
these he let at a very high rent to the bankers and
brokers, the traiteuts, cafetiers, cabaretiers, gambling-
house keepers, and the various traders who ministered
to the wants and pleasures of the Mississippians.

“The garden of the Hétel de Soissons does not
contain more than a couple of acres,” writes Duhaut-
champ, “but there is not any other piece of ground in
France of the same size which could produce so high
a rent, since each barraque was let for five hundred
livres a month, and the annual revenue would have
amounted to three millions six hundred thousand livres
if the garden had not proved the tomb of the System.
The lines of barraques formed streets, which were
paved, and in the midst there was a fountain, always
gushing with water. The trees which were allowed to
remain gave the place the appearance of the fair of
Saint Laurent. There was no sort of traffic that did
not take place in this garden. Gold itself was sold
by the mare, the price being regulated by a manceuvre
corresponding with that adopted in regard to paper.

16%



244 JOHN LAW.

There were money-changers who cashed by the day a
certain quantity of billets de banque to amuse the
lower classes. Jewels, which six months before the
opening of the gardens had cost only a hundred pistoles
in billets de banque, were now resold for seven or
eight thousand livres in the same paper; so that those
who disposed of them made very considerable gains.
Goods and apparel of all kinds were brought to the
garden as to a market; but persons without occupation
and of bad character, resorting to the taverns and cafés,
threw the place into confusion.”

IL

The Fatal Edict.

Durimve all this time Law's efforts to uphold the
System had been incessant but ineffectual. Decree
after decree was issued, but with no other result than
to aggravate the difficulties of the position. Specie
was almost entirely banished, but though the billets
de banque maintained their nominal value, .the price
of provisions and of all other necessaries was trebled,
so that in effect the notes were depreciated to that ex-
tent. The shares of the Compagnie des Indes, which
was now united to the Bank, had undergone a rapid
and continuous fall, and were now not worth a twen-
tieth part of the price to which they had been raised
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by the manwmuvres of the Realisers. Moreover, there
was every prospect that they would sink still lower,
while it appeared equally certain that the billets de
banque must be further depreciated.

Evidently a terrible financial crisis was at hand.
No sooner did this become clear, than Law at once
lost the wonderful popularity he had enjoyed. From
being proclaimed on all hands, as we have seen from
the ovation offered him in the Rue Quincampoix, as
the regenerator and saviour of the country, he was
now denounced as its worst enemy. 'The courtiers,
whom he had enriched, caballed against him, and
endeavoured to procure his overthrow. His mortal
enemy, D’Argenson, who still retained the office of
keeper of the seals, was most active in these plots;
and, worse than all, the Abbé Dubois, who had hitherto
been his staunch ally, turned against him. All the
Regent's Roués were anxious for his dismissal from
office, and Nocé, who, as we know, piqued himself
upon his skill as a physiognomist, predicted that the
comptroller-general would die by the rope. The Re-
gent, however, who had a sincere regard for Law, re-
fused to listen to the suggestions of his enemies.

At last, however, D’Argenson and Dubois resolved
to bring matters to an issue, and in a conference which
they had with the Regent, endeavoured to open his
eyes to the peril in which the country was placed by
the extension given to the System.
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“Up to the present date,” said D’Argenson, “billets
de banque have been issued to the extent of two thou-
sand six hundred millions, whereas the whole specie
of the kingdom amounts only to thirteen hundred mil-
lions. To save the country from ruin, it is absolutely
necessary that the proportion should be equalised be-
tween the notes and the coin, and this can only be
done by doubling the value of the latter, which, I own,
would be an extremely hazardous experiment, or by
reducing the value of the notes to one-half.”

“T am in favour of the latter expedient,” said the
Abbé Dubois. “It is impossible the notes can be repur-
chased by the government, and consequently there is
no alternative but to reduce them.”

“The proposition I would submit to your highness
is this,” pursued D’Argenson, ‘“that the shares of the
Compagnie des Indes be gradually reduced from their
present price of eight thousand livres to five thousand,
when they shall remain fixed and unalterable. I also
propose that the billets de banque be reduced in a
similar manner — for example, that a note of tem
thousand livres be reduced at the rate of five hundred
livres a month, until it declines to five thousand, or
one-half its present value, when it shall remain fixed.
The lesser notes, of course, to be reduced in the same
proportion.”

“The plan merits consideration,” said the Regent.

“Every consideration has been given to it by the
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Duc de la Force, the Duc d'Antin, and myself, and .
we are agreed that it is the only means of averting a
crisis,” said D’Argenson. “The public interests im-
peratively demand that the step should be taken, and
I urge upon your highness the necessity of issuing an
edict to that effect without delay.”

At this moment Law entered the cabinet, when
the Regent acquainted him with the proposition which
had just been made by D’Argenson, and asked his
opinion of it.

“I condemn it in the strongest terms possible,”
replied Law, indignantly regarding D’Argenson. “It
is a most impolitic measure, and will prove de-
structive alike to the System and the country. If
the System be allowed to go on in the way
I have planned, though it may be beset with
difficulties at the present moment, it must prosper.
The annual revenue of the Compagnie des Indies is
above eighty millions, and is susceptible of great in-
crease. We can make good all our engagements, and
pay a dividend of two hundred livres on each share
that has been created. Our credit is unlimited. Our
funds are enormous. = 'We have the whole foreign
trade, and all the public revenues of the kingdom, in
our hands. We enjoy the protection of the govern-
ment, and the confidence of the people. 'What, then,
is there to fear?”

“The collapse of the System,” replied D’Argen-
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son. “But I deny that you possess the confidence of
the people, or that the government can protect you.
Your shares are daily declining, and your notes are
depreciated. The Bank is almost drained of specie,
so that if there should be a run upon it, it must
infallibly .stop payment, and a national bankruptcy
ensue.”

“I am under no apprehension of such an emer-
gency,” replied Law. “The issue of the notes has
been greater than was originally intended, but the
number was increased in order to pay off the State
debts, and this being accomplished, the notes, as they
are paid in, will be destroyed.” )

“But that process is too slow,” said D’Argenson.
“The danger is imminent. A remedy the most ener-
getic and the most efficacious must be found, and that
I have proposed to his highness.”

“What you propose will be the death-blow of the
System, and that you design,” rejoined Law. ‘“His
highness, I trust, will reject your perfidious proposi-
tion. By the course proposed confidence will be for
ever destroyed, and with the loss of confidence the
System, which is sustained by credit, must inevitably
f ”

“You must yield to necessity,” rejoined D’Argen-
son. “The inordinate development you have given to
your System has brought you to this pass.”

“Have I done nothing with the System?” said
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Law. “Have I not paid the State the fifteen hundred
millions I engaged to furnish to it? Have I not
rendered numerous services to the kingdom? Have I
not introduced order into its finances? Have I not
colonised the Mississippi, built two new cities, and
created a foreign commerce? Have I not improved
agriculture as well as trade? Have I not raised the
price” of the land, so as to enable the mnoble to pay
off his encumbrances, and have I not given work to
the artisan?”

“All this you have done,” replied D’Argenson.
“But your System has brought the country to the
verge of bankruptey, and it is for us to save it, and
to save you, from the consequences of your rashness.
Therefore we urge this measure upon his Highness the
Regent.”

“I vehemently protest against it,” said Law, “and
I repeat that the measure will produce the very evils
you propose to remedy. Do not gratify the malice of
my enemies, monseigneur,” he added to the Regent.
“They are seeking only my ruin in the perfidious
advice they'give you. They care not if they bring
destruction upon the country, provided they get rid of
me. Rather than this fatal decree should be issued,
I will retire from office.”

“No, no, that must not be,” said the Regent. “But
I confess I do not think the measure so perilous as you
represent it.”
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“It is absolutely necessary,” said D'Argenson. “M.
Law cannot be a judge in his own case. His reliance
upon the System blinds him to the danger by which
he is menaced.” :

“Well, I will issue the edict, and take all the
responsibility of it upon myself,” said the Regent.

“That will not relieve me, monseigneur,” said Law.
‘“All the consequences of this impolitic, this unjust
measure, will fall on my head. I shall be charged
with defrauding the holders of notes of half their
money. If my services have earned any gratitude
from your highness, I pray you manifest it now. Out
of consideration for me, do not take this step, which
must destroy me.”

“Do mnot yield, monseigneur,” whispered Dubois,
drawing close to the Regent. “He has not assigned
his true reasons for opposing the edict. I will explain
them anon. Be firm.”

“Your answer, monseigneur? — your answer?”
cried Law.

“The edict will be issued,” rejoined the Regent.

Law did not attempt further remonstrance, but
made an obeisance, and quitted the cabinet.

“We have gained our point,” observed D'Argenson
to Dubois. “I have requited him for the injury he
did me.”

“And I have removed a formidable rival,” returned
Dubois.
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The consequences predicted by Law followed the
publication of the fatal edict. By this thunder-stroke,
the fabric which he had created with so much pains
fell to the ground.

All classes of society were seized with consternation,
and, as soon as they recovered from the shock, vented
their anger in loud reproaches against Law, whom they
regarded as the author of the decree. Mobs assembled
in different quarters, and so violently excited was the
public mind, that it was deemed necessary to call out
the troops to prevent an insurrection.

Ever inimical to Law, the parliament espoused the
public opinion, and declaimed against the decree as
unjust and iniquitous. The nobles were equally in-
dignant, and the Duc de Bourbon, who lost half his
immense gains, came in a state of fury to the Regent,
and could not be appeased except by four millions. \

Far from abating, however, the popular irritation
increased, and the animosity to Law became so universal
that his life was not considered safe. Seditious and
inflammatory placards were posted on the walls, and
amongst these were these lines, conveying a threat both
to Law and the Regent: -

Jean Law a merité 1a corde,
Et le Régent le coutelas;

Et voild d’ol vient la concorde
De notre Régent avec Lass. *

* The financier's name was thus pronounced by the Parisians.
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Moreover, warning letters were sent to several house-
holders, couched in these terms: “You are warned that,
unless affairs change their aspect, there will be another
Saint-Bartholomew on Saturday next. Do not, there-
fore, go out on that day if you value your life. Heaven
preserve you from fire!”

Yet even at this period the Parisians jested at their
misfortunes, and this song was chanted to the appro-
priate air des Pendus:

Lundi, j'achetai des actions,
Mardi, je gagnais des millions.
Mercredi, j'ornai mon ménage,
Jeudi, je pris un équipage,

Vendredi, je m'en fus au bal,
Et S8amedi a 'hdpital.

IIL

An Emeute.

. Six days after the promulgation of the fatal decree
another edict was issued by the Regent restoring the
actions and notes to their former value. But it was
now too late. Confidence was gone. Credit had been
annihilated by the first blow, and the mischief was
found to be irreparable. The only effect of the new
edict was to enable unprincipled persons to compel
their creditors to take the discredited notes. To in-
crease the disastrous state of things, payment was
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at the gates of the Hotel Mazarin. When the gates
were opened the rush was terrible, and scarcely a day
passed that several persons were not stifled or trampled
under foot.

“To arrive at the bureaux,” says the chronicler of
the Journal de la Régence, ‘it was necessary to pass
between a long wooden barricade, on the top of which
workmen and porters clambered, and flung themselves
upon the crowd, increasing the pressure, and throwing
down many, who were trampled under foot, and much
injured. Such was the eagerness to obtain a miserable
pistole at the peril of life and limb. From three o’clock
in the morning the Rue Vivienne was filled from one
extremity to the other with a crowd collected from all
the quarters in the city and the remotest fanbourgs, in
order to be first to enter the garden-gate of the Hétel
Mazarin, when it should please the directors of the
Compagnie des Indes and the clerks to show themselves
at the bureaux in the gallery to make payments, which
rarely commenced before eight or nine o'clock, and
continued till noon, or perhaps an hour later. On
leaving the gallery, all those who had secured a pistole
hurried to a tavern to refresh themselves after their
frightful fatigue. A number of persons scaling the
ruins of the houses which Law had begun to pull down
in the Rue Vivienne, ran along the garden-wall of the
Hotel Mazarin, and catching hold of the branches of
the chesnut-trees planted near the wall, let themselves
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drop into the garden, there to await the opening of the
barricade some three or four hours later.” .

Sometimes all this patience was expended in vain,
and the bureaux were inexorably closed. Then arose
complaints and maledictions against Law and the
Regent; stones and other missiles were hurled against
the windows of the Hétel Mazarin; and these disorderly
proceedings irritating the guard, sanguinary collisions
would ensue. On one occasion, the angry crowd
having thrown stones at the windows, as before men-
tioned, twenty soldiers of the Invalides dispersed them
at the point of the bayonet, wounding and arresting
several.

A deplorable incident, which occurred at this time,
had well-nigh caused Paris to be delivered up to the
fury of the famished and justly-incensed mob.

One night a greater concourse than usual encumbered
the Rué Vivienne and the Rue Neuve des Petits-Champs.
More than fifteen thousand persons, densely packed to-
gether, impatiently awaited the opening of the bureaux.
A tumult arose, owing to the terrible pressure of those
in the rear of the throng. Cries and groans proclaimed
that numbers were injured, and when day dawned
fifteen mutilated corpses were picked from beneath the
feet of the crowd.

At this frightful spectacle the concourse, roused to
fury, and forgetting the object that had brought them
thither, abandoned the Bank, and shouting vengeance
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against Law and the Regent, placed the bodies on
litters, five of which were borne to the Place Vendéme,
and set down before the Hotel Law. They then com-
menced an attack upon the house, declaring they would
hang the comptroller-general; but before they could
break open the gates a detachment of the Swiss guard
appeared, and drove them away.

Meantime, all the approaches to the Palais were
beset, the infuriated crowd demanding the Regent with
loud cries. They were told he was at Bagnolet, but
the assurance was disbelieved, and the vociferations
increasing in violence, reached the chamber of the
prince, and aroused him.

At the peril of his life, M. le Blanc, minister of
war, descended amongst the crowd, distributed money
amongst them, and sought to calm them. It being
above all things necessary to get rid of the bodies, the
sight of which inflamed the popular indignation, Le
Blanc selected some half-dozen persons who appeared
leaders of the outbreak, and said to them,

“My friends, remove these bodies. Deposit them
in a church, and return to be paid.”

The coolness of the minister and the promise of the
reward produced the desired effect. He was obeyed.
This diversion afforded time to introduce disguised
mousquetaires into the palace; the royal guard had
been despatched from the Tuileries; and the lieutenant-
general of police had arrived with two brigades of the
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watch. The Regent was out of danger, and the gates
of the palace were thrown open.

IV.

How Law's Carriage was demolished.

Beme informed that the tumult had in a great
degree subsided, about an hour before noon Law
entered his carriage, and drove to the Palais Royal.
As he was passing along the Rue Saint Honoré, his
carriage was recognised by a number of riotous persons,
who still beset the neighbourhood of the Palais Royal,
and was instantly surrounded and stopped.

A woman, whose husband had been crushed to
death in the tumult at the gates of the Hotel Mazarin,
advanced to the door of the carriage, and shaking her
clenched hands in his face, exclaimed:

“Robber and murderer! if there were only four
women like me, you should be torn in pieces!”

This exclamation might have roused the passions
of the crowd, if two men, whom Law recognised as
the Irishmen, had not seized hold of the woman and
dragged her forcibly away.

Taking advantage of the mterference, Law, who
had not for a moment lost his self-possession, leaped

John Law. IL 17
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out of the carriage, and eyeing the angry crowd
with contempt, called out, ‘“Arriére! vous é&tes des
canailles.”

Overawed by his looks and deportment, those
nearest him drew back, while the two Irishmen, having
returned, stood beside him, ready to defend him from
attack. ‘

With a grateful glance at the devoted fellows, Law
regained the carriage, the door of which was closed by
Terry, and in another moment Law had passed safely
through the gates of the Palais Royal.

On its return the empty carriage was again stopped
by the mob, when the coachman, André, had the im-
prudence to imitate his master, and adopting the same
language, called out, “A-bas! vous étes des canailles!”
Like success, however, did not attend him. No sooner
were the words uttered than he was pulled from the
box, assailed by a hundred furious hands, and carried
away half dead. The carriage was demolished. .

On the same morning the Court of Parliament had
assembled to deliberate upon the grave events which
had just occurred, and a debate was going on, when
the . president, M. de Mesmes, who had just received
intelligence of the destruction of Law’s carriage, called

out,
Messieurs, messieurs, bonne nouvelle!

Le carosse de Law est réduit en cannelle.

The news was welcomed by loud plaudits from
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the whole court, and a voice inquired, “Is Law also
torn in pieces?”

“I am sorry I cannot give you that satisfactory
piece of intelligence,” replied the president.

“Then we will issue a décret de prise-de-corps
against him,” cried several voices.

V.

How the Parliament was exiled to Pontoise.

Ox entering the Palais Royal, Law found the
vestibule and gallery full of soldiers. In the Regent's .
cabinet were assembled the Duc de Bourbon, the Duc
D’Antin, the Duc de la Force, Dubois, and D’Argenson.
The events of the morning had greatly excited - the
Regent, the alarm he had at first experienced having
given way to rage. Far from endeavouring to calm
his anger, Dubois and D’Argenson heightened it by
their observations. The prince was pacing to and fro
within the chamber, but when Law made his ap-
pearance he rushed up to him, and in a voice hoarse
from excess of passion, cried out, “Ha, traitor! ha,
villain! Do you know what you have done? You
have caused the death of twenty persons, and have
spread sedition and discontent throughout Paris. The
king himself is not safe. You have placed us all in

peril. The people demand your head, and I do not
17%
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see why I should refuse to gratify their just desire for
vengeance.”

“Deliver me up to them: if you think fit, mon-
seigneur,” replied Law. “Order my instant execution
if you will, but do not charge me with offences I have
not committed. I am not the author of the calamities
which have just occurred, and which I profoundly
regret. On the contrary, if my advice had been
listened to — if the fatal edict, which I strenuously
opposed, had not been issued — this dire misfortune
would have been prevented. The real author of the
mischief is M. D’Argenson, and your anger ought to
be visited on him, and not on me. It was his aim
to crush the System, and he has succeeded. But in
executing his criminal and vindictive design, he has
jeopardised the safety of your highness, and well-nigh
caused a revolution.”

“M. Law asserts the truth,” said the“Duc de
Bourbon. “This popular ferment has been entirely
caused by that baneful edict. If any one is sent to
the Bastille — if any one is put to death — it ought
to be D'Argenson. I myself am a sufferer by his in-
famous machinations.”

“I have no desire to leave you, monseigneur, at a
perilous conjuncture like the present,” said Law; “but
I cannot consent to sit in the same council with M.
D’Argenson. Either he or I must retire.”
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“Your highness cannot hesitate for a moment in
the selection,” remarked Dubois.

“I should think not,” observed the Duc de Bour-
bon, dryly.

“No; I cannot part with M. Law,” cried the
Regent. “Therefore you must resign the seals, sir,”
he added to D’Argenson, “and D’Aguesseau shall be
xecalled from exile.”

“Is a minister who has served you only too zeal-
ously, monseigneur, to be thus summarily dismissed?”
interposed Dubois.

“Do not intercede for me,” said D’Argenson. “M.
Law has regained his ascendancy, and my disgrace
naturally follows; but his highness will soon find out
that he has preferred a mischievous counseller to a
faithful servant.”

With this he made a profound obeisance to the
Regent, and, casting a vindictive glance at Law,
quitted the cabinet.

Shortly afterwards, M. la Vrillidre, secretary of
state, and M. le Blanc, entered, and a long discussion
took place as to the measures necessary to be taken to
crush the sedition. It was agreed on all hands that
the parliament, from its avowed hostility to the govern-
ment, was certain to keep the fire smouldering, and
possibly rouse it again into a general conflagration,
and that it was therefore' indispensable to avert the
danger by an immediate coup d’état against that body.
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Scarcely had this resolution been arrived at, when an
usher announced that a deputation from the Court
of Parliament, headed by the president, solicited an
audience.

“Admit them instantly,” said the Regent. “They
have come at the right moment.”

The deputation being then ushered in, was very
coldly received by the Regent. -

“Monseigneur,” said the president, ‘“we are come
in the name of the people to demand that full inquiry
be made into the causes of the terrible calamity
that has just occurred at the gates of the Hbtel
Mazarin. We trust also that prompt measures will
be taken by your highness to alleviate the general
distress.” .

“Full investigations shall be made, rely upon it,
M. le Président,” replied the Regent, “and as far as
possible the sufferings of the people shall be relieved.
But the parliament, by its constant opposition to the
government, and its refusal to register our edicts, is
the primary cause of the present scarcity of specie,
and I will take good care that this fact shall be
generally understood.”

“Your highness will find it difficult to induce
the public to credit that statement,” remarked the
president.

“Hear me, M. le Président,” said Law. ‘The
Compagnie des Indes will engage to reimburse and
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extinguish fifty millions of billets de banque a month,
on the condition that their commercial privileges shall
be renewed in perpetuity. Will the parliament register
a decree to that effect?”

“No,” replied the president, decidedly. “We will
not perpetuate the Company by saving the Bank.
Such is the feeling of distrust we entertain of your
projects, M. Law, that we will register no edict
emanating from you.”

“You had better think twice, messieurs, before you
refuse to register this edict,” said the Regent, in a
menacing tone.

“It is not a question which requires deliberation,
monseigneur,” said the president. “The parliament
will do mnothing to uphold M. Law's pernicious
System.”

“You will do nothing to support the government,”
rejoined the Regent. “If you continue obstinate, I
warn you that an order shall be issued for your exile
to Pontoise.”

The president smiled, for he did not believe in the
threat.

“T think it right to inform you, monseigneur,” he
sdid, “that we have just issued a décret de prise-de-
corps against M. Law, and are determined to bring
him to trial.”

“Then you must execute the writ in this palace,
for here he will remain,” replied the Regent. “You
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have heard my resolve. If you continue contumacious,
you go to Pontoise. Adieu, messieurs.”

The audience being thus terminated, the deputa-
tion withdrew.

The parliament did not believe that the Regent,
in the present temper of the people, would dare to
execute his threat. They therefore brought matters to
a speedy issue by peremptorily refusing to register the
decree proposed by Law. Upon this, the Palais de
Justice was at once invested by troops, and mousque-
taires were sent to conduct the president and coun-
sellors of parliament to Pontoise.

This coup d'état caused great amusement at court,
and gave rise to the following lampoon, at which the
Regent laughed heartily:

Le parl t est & Pontol
Sur Otise,

Par ordre du Régent.

Mais nous rendra-t-on notre argent ?

Non! — c'est pour chercher noise
Au parlement,

Qui s'en va coucher & Pontoise
Sur Oise,

Par ordre du Régent.

Notwithstanding all the expedients resorted to, the
financial crisis increased daily in severity. The prices
of provisions and of all articles, which could only be
purchased by discredited notes, became so excessive as
to be wholly out of the reach of the poor, many of
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whom died of absolute famine, and citizens lately
wealthy and prosperous sank into poverty. As the
high prices were continually increasing while the notes
diminished in value, it will be easily imagined by what
feelings of rage and despair the bulk of the community
were agitated. Threats the most terrible were again
uttered against Law and the Regent, and if they had
not both been attended by a strong escort, it is certain
that violent hands would have been laid upon them.

The Princess Palatine mentions in her Memoirs,
that at this period she received numerous letters con-
taining frightful threats against the Regent. In one
of the letters she was informed that two hundred
bottles of poisoned wine had been prepared for her
son, and it was added, if these failed, that a new kind
of fire would be employed to burn him alive in the
Palais Royal.

Menaces equally terrible were addressed to Law.
No epithet was too injurious to be levelled against him,
and the mildest form of expression was ‘‘Gueux in-
fame! fripon! scélérat!” As he had lately been the idol
of the people, so now he had become the object of
their greatest detestation.

Notwithstanding the popular clamour, however, the
Regent would not ‘give him up, and fresh placards
were posted on the walls, to this effect: “Save the.
king! Kill the Regent! Hang Law! and brave the
consequences!” The populace also were excited to
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outrage and plunder by incendiary songs like the fol-
lowing, which were heard in all the cabarets:

Frangais, la bravoure vous manque!
Vous étes plein d’aveuglement.
Pendre Law avec le Régent,

Et vous emparer de la Banque,

C’est 'affaire d'un moment.

And another, equally menacing, which commenced
thus:

Y Frangais, garde ton argent,
Laisse dire le Régent.
Le fripon de Law va étre pendu!

‘What would have been Law's fate, if he had fallen
into the hands of the infuriated populace at this
juncture, was made manifest by the narrow escape of
M. Boursel. This gentleman was passing in his car
riage along the Rue Saint Antoine, when his course
was obstructed by a fiacre, the driver of which refusing
to move, M. Boursel's lacquey immediately got down,
and, seizing the horse’s head, tried to drag him out of
the way. On this, the hackney-coachman immediately
shouted out, “I see who is in the carriage! it is the
robber Law. Friends!” he added, vociferating still
more loudly, “Here is Law! Kill him! kill him!”

On hearing these cries, the people rushed instantly
towards the carriage, and would, no doubt, have torn
the unfortunate gentleman in pieces, if he had not
managed to escape into the church of the Grands
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Jésuites. But even here he would not have found a
sanctuary, for he was pursued as far as the high altar,
if a small door had not afforded him a means of exit
into the convent, where he was safe.

VL

The Convent of the Capucines.

ArteRr the death of her father, Colombe remained
for a few weeks in perfect seclusion at Guermande.
She then announced her intention of retiring for ever
from the world, and burying her sorrows in a convent.
Vainly did Lady Catherine Law use every argument
to dissuade her from the step. Vainly did little Kate
add her entreaties to those of her mother. Vainly did
Evelyn implore her not to abandon him — nothing
could change her resolution.

“What have I to live for?” she said to Evelyn.
“T will not bring shame and dishonour on those I have
loved. When that dreadful catastrophe, which has
darkened my life, occurred, I felt that all my hopes
of earthly happiness were over. I shall never cease to
love you, Evelyn, but I cannot now be your wife.”

“Why not?” cried Evelyn, distractedly. “No op-
probrium can attach to you.”

“The world will think differently, Evelyn,” she re-
joined. “A stigma is for ever fixed upon me, which
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nothing can efface. Is the sister of the unhappy Comte
de Horn more guilty than I am? Was she implicated
in his dreadful erime? No! Yet by his felon death
she has been rendered infamous, and cannot become a
canoness.”

“But this unjust and cruel law only prevails in
Germany, and does not exist in France. I repeat, that
no obloquy can attach to you. Besides, few know
that De Mille was your brother — and those who do,
deeply commiserate you.”

“Were the terrible truth absolutely unknown, I
could not hide it from myself,” replied Colombe. *But
it cannot be hidden. It will rise up against me. Were
I to yield to your entreaties — were I to consent to
become your wife — you would one day hate me.”

~ “I hate you, Colombe! Impossible! Banish the
notion from your mind.”

“I cannot banish it. 'What would you say if you
heard me called the sister of an assassin? No, no —
Evelyn, I can never be yours. You must return to
England. You must forget me. You must seek an-
other wife. You will never find one who will love you
more truly than I have done — but at least she will
be free from the dreadful stigma that attaches to me.”

“If T lose you I will wed no other,” cried Evelyn.
“But you will not leave me thus! You will not con-
demn me to wretchedness.”

“Evelyn,” she replied, sadly but firmly, “I repeat,
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that my decision is taken. Nothing can change it.
The very love I feel for you makes me resolute. I
am for ever blighted — for ever! I doubt not that
you will feel the shock severely at first — but it will
wear out in time.”

A few days after this, Colombe entered the convent
of the Capucines, in the Rue Saint Honoré. Ere she
had been long an inmate of this religious house, her
health began sensibly to decline, and though she made
no complaint, Lady Catherine, who visited her almost
daily, insisted upon sending Doctor Chirac to her, and
he at once pronounced that consumption had set in,
and that the insidious disease had already made too
much progress to be arrested.

This terrible announcement, which filled all those
who loved her with dismay, was received almost with
joy by Colombe. She had prayed that a term might
be put to her sufferings, and her prayers were heard.
Fain would Lady Catherine, who felt for her all a
mother’s tender love and anxiety, have had her return
to the Hoétel Law, but she could not be prevailed upon
to leave the convent.

“I cannot return to the scene of my former hap-
piness,” she said. “I will die here.”

A few days after this the popular disturbances
broke out, and Lady Catherine then felt that it was
better the poor sufferer had not been induced to quit
her retreat.
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But how fared it with Evelyn during this trying
time? Though Colombe again and again entreated
him to return to England, and though both Lady Ca-
therine and Belinda seconded her entreaties, he refused
compliance. He could not tear himself from Paris. He
wandered about seeking distraction, but could mnever
banish his gloomy thoughts. When the Place Vendéme
was converted into a camp, as we have described, he
went there often, noting the follies and excesses of the
Mississippians with a jaundiced eye; and when the
stock-jobbers were transferred to the gardens of the
Hotel de Soissons, he followed them thither, and wit-
nessed many a singular scene — especially after the
publication of the fatal edict that destroyed the System.

In the same vain search of distraction he also
visited the places of public amusement, and the feel-
ings of misanthrophy which were creeping over him
were heightened by finding that when universal misery
prevailed, the theatres and ball-rooms were nightly
crowded. While the people were starving, the upper
classes and the wealthy Mississippians were rioting in
luxury. Masked balls were constantly given at the
Opera, and the receipts of the house were doubled. “I
have been to the theatre in the Palais Royal,” writes
Mathien Marais, in his journal kept at the period,
‘“where Baron played the Earl of Essex. The crowd
was prodigious, in spite of the general distress. 'The
women were covered with precious stones; the men
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magnificently attired. On one side sat the Regent
with Madame de Parabére; on the other was M. le
Duc with Madame de Prie. Any one who had only
seen the inside of the theatre would have thought that
the kingdom was rich; but on going out the wretched-
‘ness was yet more striking by contrast.” Further on
the same journalist remarks: “In the midst of this
misery the Opera Balls have commenced, the admission
being six livres for each person. There was a great
crowd on the night of Saint Martin, and many have
melted away their billets de banque, sacrificing almost
all they had for a dance, and leaving those at home
to die of hunger. Voild le Frangais, et les Pa-
risiens!”

Such spectacles and such contrasts — misery, famine,
and despair on the one hand — luxury, splendour, and
profusion on the other — have never before been wit-
nessed as were then displayed in Paris, and it was a

marvel to Evelyn that the starving sufferers did not
fall upon the rich and deprive them of the wealth they
so ill employed.

One evening, after he had been to the garden of
the Hétel de Soissons, Evelyn proceeded to the con-
vent of the Capucines. For more than a week he had
not been allowed admittance to Colombe, but he had
learnt from the portress that she was not so well. On
reaching the convent, he observed a group of persons
collected before the gate, which was closed. In the
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midst of this group there was a miserable-looking man,
who was declaiming violently against Law, taxing him
with having ruined him, and evidently producing a
strong effect upon his auditors. The man was still
continuing his harangue, when the gates of the con-
vent were thrown open, and a carriage came forth.
But it had scarcely advanced into the street, when
some one in the throng called out, “Look there! that
is the livery of the robber who refuses to pay billets
of ten livres.”

Hearing the exclamation, the coachman applied
the whip, and attempted to drive off, but the crowd
were too quick for him. Regardless of the risk they
incurred, several persons threw themselves in the way
of the carriage, while others seized hold of the horses.
Every eye was now directed to the interior of the
equipage, in the hope of discovering Law. But they
were disappointed. The only occupant of the carriage
was a young and beautiful girl, who appeared dread-
fully frightened at what was occurring. Her looks
moved the crowd to compassion, and she might, per-
haps, have been allowed to pass on, if the voice that
had previously spoken had not called out, “It is the
robber’s daughter! It is Mam'zelle Law! I know
her.”

Immediately upon this a heavy stone was launched
against the carriage-window, which Kate in her fright
had drawn up, and shivered the glass. Notwithstand-
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ing the poor girl's screams, and. although the blood .
was streaming down her'face from a cut in the fore-
head, other missiles were thrown, and the crowd might
have proceeded to yet more frightful extremities, if a
deliverer had not appeared in the shape of Evelyn.

Forcing his way to the carriage, he tore open the
door, and seizing Kate, who had fallen back in a half-
fainting state, took her in his arms, and called out to
the menacing crowd, “What! are you men, and would
injure an innocent child!”

The appeal and the looks of the speaker produced
the desired effect. Infuriated as they were, the crowd
could not behold Kate thus presented to them and con-
tinue their violence. Those nearest to Evelyn drew
back, and taking instant advantage of the movement,
he flew with his burden to the convent. Already the
gate had been closed by the porter, but the wicket
was left open, and through this Evelyn passed, and
the moment he had done so it was shut, and pursuit
prevented.

On passing through the gate, Evelyn found him-
gelf in the presence of several of the nuns, who had
flocked into the court-yard on hearing the disturbance.
He instantly consigned poor Kate, who was still in a
state of insensibility, to their charge, and she was
borne off to the abbess’s own room, while he himself
was shown by one of the elder sisters to the parlour
ordinarily allotted to visitors. Here he was left alone

John Law.” II. 18



274 JOHN LAW.

for some time, but at last the door opened, and the
abbess entered. Her looks were so sad that Evelyn's
apprehensions were roused, and he anxiously inquired
how Mademoiselle Law was going on.

“She has quite recovered,” replied the abbess.
“No serious consequences are to be apprehended from
the injury she has received. I have despatched a
messenger to Lady Catherine Law to relieve her from
any uneasiness in regard to her daughter. So far well
But I have sad news for you. You are aware of Co-
lombe’s precarious condition?”

“Is she worse?” cried Evelyn. “For pity’s sake,
tell me. Do not keep me in suspense.”

“Alas! she is rapidly passing away,” replied the
abbess.

On hearing this, Evelyn uttered a cry of anguish
so piercing that it went to the heart of his listemer.
She waited for a few moments till the paroxysm with
which he was seized had abated, and then said, in
tones of profound commiseration,

“This morning Colombe became alarmingly ili, and
Doctor Chirac being hastily summoned, declared at
once, on seeing her, that she had not many howurs to
live. As the truth could not be disguised, I was about
to communicate it to the sweet sufferer, whem she took
my hand, and gently pressing it, said, with am angelic
smile, “I know what you are about to tell mae. I
could read my sentence in Doctor Chirac's dooks. I
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feel I have not many hours to live. But death will
be a relief to me, and I am fully prepared for the
blow. There are two persons to whom I desire to bid
farewell — Kate Law and Evelin Harcourt.””

An irrepressible groan burst from Evelyn.

“The request could not be refused,” pursued the
abbess. ‘‘Mademoiselle Law came immediately on re-
ceiving the summons, but you were not to be found,
and 1 feared that poor Colombe's latest wish would
have been ungratified, and that she would expire with-
out beholding you. But even this disappointment,
which must have been bitter to her, she bore without
a murmur. But our Blessed Lady in her compassion
willed it otherwise, and brought you hither for a double
purpose — to be the means of rescuing Mademoiselle
Law from the violence of the populace, and to soothe
poor Colombe’s parting pangs. You should have been
admitted to her sooner, but up to this moment she has
been engaged in religious offices, and could not be
disturbed. Follow me, and as you value Colombe,
and would not disturb her happy frame of mind, I
pray you to put all possible constraint upon your
feelings. This must be the condition of the inter-
view.”

They then quitted the room, ascended a staircase,
and entered a gallery in which were the dormitories.

Stopping at a door, the abbess softly opened it, and
18%
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admitted Evelin into a room, where he beheld a sight
that well-nigh unmanned him.

On a small couch, simple in character as the rest
of the furniture of the chamber, which was all of con-
ventual plainness, lay Colombe, her appearance be-
tokening the extremity to which she was reduced.

Approaching dissolution was written plainly on her
features. Since Evelyn beheld her last, a fearful
change had taken place in her countenance, but its
beauty was unimpaired. So rigid were her lineaments,
so like marble was their death-like hue, that she re-
sembled an exquisite piece of monumental sculpture.
Her very attitude contributed to this effect, for her
thin hands pressed a crucifix devoutly to her bosom.

By the bedside knelt Kate Law, praying fervently,
and at the farther end of the room were two nuns,
likewise engaged in devotion. It was a profoundly
touching scene, but though it afflicted Evelyn at the
moment, he loved to dwell upon it afterwards, when
the bitterness of his grief had passed.

The door had been opened so gently, and both the
abbess and Evelyn entered with such noiseless foot-
steps, that at first none of the occupants of the room
were conscious of their presence. The only sounds
heard were the murmured prayers of Kate Law and
the nuns.

Holding his breath, so as not to disturb the sacred
quietude of the scene by sigh or groan, Evelyn gazed
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at the form of her he loved. So motionless was its
attitude, that for a few moments he thought all was
over, but on closer scrutiny the feeble movements
caused by respiration showed that the vital spark had
not yet fled. An exclamation, which he could not
repress, caused Colombe to open her eyes. As she
fixed them upon him, a slight, very slight, flush rose
to her pallid cheeks, and a faint smile played around
her lips. But the flush presently faded away, and
though the eyes still rested lovingly upon him, their
light grew gradually dim. )

On hearing Evelyn’s approach, Kate Law had risen
from her kneeling posture, and moved to another part
of the room.

Enabled thus to approach the dying maiden, he
pressed his lips to her brow, and taking her thin cold
hand, implored her to speak to him.

An effort at compliance was made by the expiring
damsel. Her lips moved, but the power of articulation
was gone, and no sound was audible. A very slight
pressure, however, was perceptible from the hand which
he grasped in his own.

To the last her gaze remained fixed upon him, and
proclaimed the love which her lips were unable to
utter — a love only quenched when her heart was
stilled for ever.

Evelyn was roused from the stupefaction into which
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he was thrown, by the abbess, who said to him in a
commiserating voice,

“Do not grieve for her, my son. You have only
parted from her for a time. You will rejoin her in heaven.
And now go hence, and leave us to pray for the soul
of our departed sister.”

Evelyn obeyed. Casting one last look at the in-
animate body of Colombe, he quitted the chamber of
death.

Before morning he was on his way to England,
and not till many years afterwards did he return
to Paris, when his first visit was to the chapel of
the convent of the Capucines, where Colombe was
interred. All her possessions had been given to the
establishment.



JOHN LAW.’ 279

VIL

How Law resigned his Fnixctlom.

WritHIN twelve months from the period when the
Bystem attained its apogee, it had entirely disappeared.
The billets de banque were abolished, being partially
converted into rentes or actions rentidres; agiotage
was suppressed; the Bank shut; the shares of the
Compagnie des Indes marked with discredit, and
almost confiscated. The Company itself, which, ac-
cording to the grand design of its founder, was to
comprise the whole of the Public Revenues, the Mint,
and the entire Foreign Trade with banking operations,
was dismembered. This done, vigorous measures were
commenced against the wealthy Mississipians, and an
extraordinary commission was appointed to examine
into their affairs. To prevent flight, a decree was
issued prohibiting, on pain of death, any person from
leaving the kingdom without a passport. These rigorous
proceedings, in which he had no share, excited a fresh
burst of fury against Law.

His position had, indeed, become so critical, that he
could no longer hesitate to solicit his dismissal from
the Regent. By arrangement, the Duc de Bourbon
alone was present at the interview.
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“I am come, monseigneur,” said Law to the
Regent, “to resign all my offices into your hands,
and to request your gracious permission to quit the
kingdom. I have long contemplated this step, and
have ‘only been deterred from taking it by the hope
that I might be serviceable to your highness. I can
now be no longer useful to youw, but shall be an
embarrassment rather than an assistance. The System
is entirely abolished. I have helped to undo my
work, and must leave to my successors the task of
reinstating the finances. Grave faults have been laid
to my charge, and accusations have been brought
against me, which your highness knows to be ground-
less. With everything at my disposal, I have profited
little by the System in comparison with multitudes of
others. While many have made fortunes of forty and
fifty millions, I have only made twelve millions, and
these have been laid out, as your highness is aware,
in the purchase of lands in this country. No part of
my gains have been remitted to foreign countries.
That I solemnly declare.”

“I entirely believe you, sir,” replied the Regent,
“and I beg you to understand that I have never
for a moment listened to the calumnies of your
enemies.”

“I trust I shall not be deprived of my possessions,
monseigneur,” pursued Law. “When I came into
this country at your highness's express invitation, I
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had more than two millions of livres. I owed nothing,
and had large credit. In quitting France, I shall
take nothing with me. I propose to cede the whole
of my possessions to the Compagnie des Indes. When
my debts have been paid by the Company, I will only
ask that the two millions which I had when I entered
into your highness’s service shall be remitted ‘to me;
or that that sum shall be invested in the names of my
children. I do not think this is asking too much,
and I scarcely believe that my enemies will deny me
justice.”

“I hope this can be done, monseigneur,” said the
Duc de Bourbon.

“I cannot give a promise which I may be unable
to fulfil,” said the Regent. “If I can prevent it,
your property shall not be sequestred,” he added to
Law.

“Hear me, monseigneur,” said Law. “If I had
not been charged with the general direction of the
Compagnie des Indes, of the Bank, and the Finances,
and very zealous in the administration of state affairs,
I should not be in my present situation; and I con-
tend, that so far from being deprived of my possessions,
if I had not the means of fulfilling my engagements,
his majesty and the Company ought to furnish me
with means of doing so, since I have served them
with unexampled disinterestedness. But as I have
effects in the hands of the Company, and other posses-
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sions, far exceeding the amount of my liabilities, it is
but just that I should be allowed to settle my accounts
with the Company, before any sequestration of my
property shall take place.”

“I have the greatest personal regard for you, M.
Law, and have proved my friendship for you,” replied
the Regent. “If I had yielded to the solicitations of
your enemies, you would  be now in the Bastille. I
have been given clearly to understand that your head
is to be the pledge of my reconciliation with the
parliament. But such a proposition, I need not say,
I indignantly rejected, and only advert to it to
show what my feelings are towards you. But I may
not be able to prevent the confiscation of your pro-
perty.”

. “It is for my children that I plead,” said Law,
in a voice of much emotion, “whose interests I have
sacrificed in serving the State. If this confiscation
should take place, they will be without property or
home. I could have placed my daughter in the first
houses of Italy, of Germany, or England, but I refused
all offers, as inconsistent with my duty and attachment
to the State I served. For the sake of my children
— and, above all, for the sake of my daughter — I
pray you, monseigneur, let not my property be wrested
from me.”

“Whatever may happen, you may depend upon a
pension from me,” said the Regent.
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“After being prime minister of France, I cannot
become a pensioner, monseigneur,” rejoined Law,
proudly.

“I trust you will not object to receive assistance
from me, M. Law,” said the Duc de Bourbon.
“Any sum you may require shall be at your
service.”

“I thank your highness,” replied Law, “but I want
nothing but a passport.”

“That you shall have at once,” replied the Regent,
proceeding to his table. ‘“Whither do you intend to
proceed?” .

“To Brussels, monseigneur,” replied Law.

“Here is the passport,” said the Regent, giving it
to him. “When do you depart?”

“In a few days, monseigneur — as soon as I can
arrange my affairs, and make preparations for my
journey.”

“Do not lose time,” said the Regent. “I can no
longer offer you an asylum in the Palais Royal. The
parliament will return from exile to-morrow, and
may cause your arrest, and then nothing can save
you.”

“Go to your chéteau of Guermande to-night,” said
the Duc de Bourbon. “There you will be safe.
Remain there till I can send my own chaise de poste
to convey you to Brussels. By this plan your flight
will be entirely unsuspected. Take your son with
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you if you choose, but leave Lady Catherine and your
daughter behind. They shall be my guests at Saint
Maur.”

“I gratefully accept your offer, M. le Duc,” replied
Law, “and will follow your judicious advice. I will
go to Guermande to-night, and there await the arrival
of the travelling-carriage you are good enough to
offer me.”

“I am glad you have so decided, for I am per-
suaded it is the only safe course to pursue,” replied
the Regent. “To disarm suspicion, in case your
enemies are plotting against you, you must show your
self in my box at the Opera to-night. After the per-
formance, you can drive to Guermande. As I cannot
have you at supper, you must dine with me — and
you, too, M. le Duc. We may not meet again for
some time,” he added kindly to Law, “and I should
like to see as much of you as I can.”

Thus given, the invitation could not be refused,
though Law would fain have declined it.

“I see you have something further to say to me,”
observed the Regent to Law. “What is it?”

“Merely this, monseigneur. If I may be permitted
to recommend a successor to the post I have filled in
your councils, it would be M. Lepelletier de 1la
Houssaye. He is in possession of all my views, and
will be of great utility, I am sure, to your highness at
this juncture.”
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“Have you spoken to M. de la Houssaye on the
subject?” asked the Regent.

“I have, monseigneur,” replied Law; “I promised
to name him to your highness.”

“I thought as much. He proved his gratitude by
proposing to me this very morning that you should be
sent to the Bastille.”

“Time was when such baseness would have stung
me to the quick,” said Law, “but I have experienced
so much ingratitude of late, that I am beeome callous.
I am not surprised to find M. de 1a Houssaye as hollow
as the rest of my friends. But I adhere to the opinion
I have expressed, and recommend him as the best man
for the office of comptroller-general.”

“He shall have the appointment,” replied the
Regent; “but he shall know that he owes it entirely
to you, and that you asked it after being made
acquainted with his perfidy.”

“That is the sole revenge I desire,” said Law.
“When I am gone, do not forget what I have often
said to you, monseigneur, that the introduction of
Credit has wrought a greater change in the powers of
Europe than the discovery of the Indies; that it is for
the sovereign to give Credit, and not to receive it;
and that the people require Credit, and must
have it.”

He then withdrew with the Duc de Bourbon, who
conveyed him in his own carriage to the Hotel Law.
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VIIL

How Law announced his Departure to his Family.

Law’s ante-chambers had long since been deserted.
Not one of the duchesses and other ladies of rank who
had paid Lady Catherine Law so much homage now
came near her, and if they met her, scarcely deigned
to notice her. Their contemptible conduct, however,
gave Lady Catherine little concern, and she was con-
soled by the friendship of Belinda, who still remained
with her.

During the season of his unpopularity, Law had of
course ceased to give grand entertainments, and indeed
he received no company whatever; but his establish-
ment continued the same, and was conducted on a
princely scale to the last.

All his household were devoted to him, regarding
him as the most generous of masters, and not one of
them would leave him. Amongst the number of his
dependents were our two Irish acquaintances, Terry
O'Flaherty and Pat Molloy, who, after coming to his
rescus when his carriage was attacked by the populace,
had been taken into his service.

On his return from the Palais Royal, Law sought
his wife, and found her in her boudoir with Belimda.
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Both being aware of his intention to resign, he at once
said, “Well, it is done. The Regent has accepted
my resignation. To-night I go to Guermande, where
I shall remain till I start for Brussels.”

“Am I not to accompany you?” said Lady Ca-
therine.

“I wish you could,” replied Law, ‘“but it is ab-
solutely necessary that you should remain to arrange
my affairs. John will go with me, but I shall leave
Kate with you, and I shall have no apprehensions
whatever about you, for you will be under the care
of the Duc de Bourbon. To-morrow you and Kate
will go to Saint-Maur. As regards myself, I shall
halt for a few days at Brussels, after which I shall
make my way to Venice, where I shall take up my
abode till you and Kate can join me.”

“Alas!” exclaimed Lady Catherine. “Now the
moment for action is come, my courage quite deserts
me. You must stay with me, Belinda.”

“That cannot be,” said Law. “It will not be safe
for you to remain in this hotel after my departure,
and Belinda cannot accompany you to Saint-Maur.
You must, perforce, part with her, but I hope you will
soon meet again. It is impossible to say what may
happen to me, or how my plans may be changed; but
it is my present intention to revisit London — and at
no distant date.”

“You hear that, dearest Kate,” cried Belinda. ‘“‘Mr.
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Law says he will come to London, so we shall soon
meet again. Nay, do not weep, my dearest friend.
The trial will be hard, but you will be quite equal to
it, I am sure. You have often told me how sick you
are of splendour — how disgusted you are with the
meanness and ingratitude of great people — and how
much you long for quietude. Well, now you will
have your wish, and I trust you will find that happi-
ness in retirement which you appear to have sought
in vain in the great world.”

“You know I have not been happy, Belinda,”
rejoined Lady Catherine. “Neither do I believe there
can be any real happiness amid such society as that
into which I have been thrown. But I have been
content to endure it, for my dear husband’s sake. —
You see that my words have come to pass,” she
added, turning to Law. “From the hour that you
abjured your religion, your prosperity has deserted
you.”

“It would almost seem so0,” he rejoined, gloomily.

“Say no more on that subject now,” cried Belinda.
“Let me tell you my plans. To-morrow morning,
when you go to Saint-Maur, Kate, I shall start for
London. Luckily, my husband has a passport.”

“I will ask a favour of you, Belinda, and I am
sure you will grant it,” cried Law. “Take those two
poor Irish chairmen with you. I want to send them
back to London.”
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“T will take them with the greatest pleasure,” she
replied. “Poor fellows! they have had some strange
experiences of life since their arrival in Paris, and I
hope will go back wiser'than they came.”

“Bring my children to me, Kate,” said Law to his
wife. “I wish to see them. Tell them what has hap-
pened.”

Lady Catherine was not absent long, but reap-
peared with her children. Little Kate, who, like her
mother and Belinda, was in mourning for Colombe,
looked rather pale. She instantly flew to her father,
who strained her to his breast, and kissed her ten-
derly. -
“Your mamma has told you what has happened,”
he said, gazing at her with much emotion; “that I
have resigned my offices to the Regent, and am about
to quit Paris, in all probability for ever. My enemies
have triumphed over me, and would not be content
with my ruin, but would put me to death, if they got
me into their hands. Therefore, I must fly to preserve
my life. Come hither, John,” he added to his son,
“and listen to what I have to say to your sister. I
hoped to make you rich, Kate, and to give you a
marriage-portion equal to that of a princess. But now
I have nothing to bestow upon you.”

“Oh!'do not think of me, dearest papa!” sobbed
Kate. _

“It is the thought of you and your brother that

John Law. II. 19
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troubles me most,” said her father. ‘“Were it not for
you, my darlings, I could bear my losses without a
murmur.”

“Do not grieve, dearest papa,”’ said his son. “I
dare say you will soon be as rich as ever again.”

“I cannot indulge the hope, my dear boy,” replied
his father. “But I trust you may become rich by
your own exertions and ability.”

“Yes, I will become rich,” cried John, emphat-
ically. “I will try to be as great a man as you, papa.”

“I trust you may be luckier than your father,
John,” said Law, “and not lose wealth, honour, and
power, the moment you have got them in your grasp.
What say you, Kate?” he added to his daughter.
“Does the thought of all you have lost afflict you?”

“Not in the least, dearest papa,” she rejoined. “I
am only sorry for you. If you do not suffer from the
change, I shall be quite content. Poor Colombe used
to tell me that more real happiness is to be found in
a humble abode than in a palace, and I am sure all
she said was true. I shall be sorry to leave this
splendid house, but wherever circumstances may take
me, I shall try to be cheerful.”

“And the endeavour will be crowned with suc-
cesg,” replied her father. “But come,” he added,
rising. I must take a last look at my pictures and
books. My treasures will soon be dispersed, amd I
shall never, perhaps, behold them again.”
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IX,

How Law took a Last Survey of his House.

Accompaniep by his two children, and followed
by his wife and Belinda, he quitted the salon, and
entered the grand gallery, which was crowded with
antique statues and bronzes from Italy, while the walls
were hung with the choicest works of the great masters.
Then, passing through a noble suite of apartments,
magnificently furnished in the taste of the period, he
came to the library, which contained a rare collection
of books, which he had purchased from the Abbé
Bignon.

“T wonder into whose hands my books will fall,”
thought Law, as he looked wistfully around. ‘Dubois
has always envied me my library. I would never sell
it to him. Perhaps he may get it now.”

Law was right in the conjecture. After his flight,
his treasures became a sort of pillage to the Regent’s
favourites, of which the Abbé Dubois obtained the
lion’s share, seizing upon the pictures, statues, and
books.

It was not without a severe pang that Law quitted
the library. Parting with his books was like bidding

adien to old friends, but at last he tore himself away,
T 19%
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and proceeded to the gardens, which were laid out
with great taste, and had been his especial delight, the
few tranquil hours he had enjoyed since he had de-
voted himself to public affairs having been passed in
their shady retreats. It was now December, and, con-
sequently, the gardens were robbed of much of their
attractions, but their somewhat dreary aspect harmo-
nised better with his feelings than would have been
the case if the trees had been in full foliage, and the
parterres gay with flowers.

As he was retiring, he perceived the two Irishmen,
who were engaged in some gardening occupations, and,
calling to them, said that Mrs. Carrington was return-
ing to London on the morrow, and had agreed to take
them with_her.

“But we don’t want to go, do we, Pat?” rejoined
Terry. “We're quite happy here, and would far rather
remain with your lordship.”

“Don’'t send us away,” cried Pat. “We dont
want wages — the pleasure of serving your lordship,
and Lady Catharine, and mam’zelle, is enough for us.”

“You must go,” said Law. “I may not be able to
afford you a home much longer.”

“Och! that alters the question entirely,” cried
Terry. “We wouldn't be a burden to your lordship.
But we shall be sore-hearted to laive you.”

“I am quite as sorry to lose you as you can be
to quit me,” said Law. ‘“Here are twenty louis d’or,”
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he added, giving him a purse. “Divide the money
between you.”

“Your journey home shall be no expense to you,”
observed Belinda. “I and my husband will take care
of you.”

“Well, after all, we shall go back as rich as we
cum,” said Terry. ‘“And we can always make it our
boast that for a couple of months we have lived like
lords, ridden in our own carriage, and kept our own
valets. But wot we have best reason to be proud ov,
and wot we shall nivir forget to our dyin’ day, is, that
we have enjoyed your lordship’s notice. Be sure we
shall never forget your kindness.”

Bowing respectfully, they then withdrew.

X.

A Grateful Servant.

As the party entered the house, Thierry met them,
and begged to say a word to his master, upon which
Law took him to his cabinet, and as soon as the door
was closed, the valet said:

“I hope you will forgive what I am about to say,
monseigneur. It proceeds entirely from the sincere
attachment I feel for you. Situated as I am, I cannot
be unaware of the difficulties in which you are placed;
indeed, I can almost comjecture what will happen.
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Now hear me, monseigneur,” he added, after a mo-
ment's hesitation. “Owing to the position I have held
in your household, and the large fees I have received,
I have made a very considerable sum of money. It
is to you, monseigneur, and to you alone, that I owe
my fortune. Therefore it is to you that I offer it. I
place the whole of it at your disposal. I trust, mon-
seigneur, that you will honour me by accepting it. It
is no gift, for the money is rightfully your own.”

For a moment Law was quite overcome, and
walked apart to recover himself. He then said, in a
voice that betrayed his emotion, “I thank you sin-
cerely, Thierry. You are a true friend. No man
ever, perhaps, experienced such base ingratitude as I
have done. Hundreds — nay, thousands — whom I
have enriched have abandoned me since I have lost:
my credit, and so far from tendering me assistance,
have conspired to hasten my ruin. Devotion like
yours touches me, therefore, profoundly. I cannot
accept your offer, but I fully appreciate the motives
with which it is made, and am deeply sensible of your
kindness.”

“I fear I have not properly expressed myself, mon-
seigneur. Do not suppose for a moment that I would
presume ?

“You have displayed equal delicacy and good
feeling, my good friend,” interrupted Law, “and I am
sure you will understand why I must’ decline your
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kindly offer. Nay, do not urge me more. I am not
to be shaken. Neither can I allow you to follow my
fallen fortunes. After the proof you have given me of
your attachment, I can have no secrets from you.
After the Opera to-night, I go to Guermande, where I
shall remain for a day or two, and then proceed to
Brussels in the Duc de Bourbon’s travelling-carriage.
You can go with me to Guermande, if you will, but
no farther.”

“I thank you for that permission, monseigneur,”
replied Thierry. “But I still trust you will allow me
to attend you to Brussels.”

“No, you must return to Paris,” replied Law.
“My son goes with me. Lady Catherine and my
daughter will require your services, and I am sure you
will oblige me by attending to them.”

“On that you may rely, monseigneur.”

“From motives of prudence, I shall not return to
this hotel after the Opera, but shall go to the palace
of the Duc de Bourbon,” pursued Law. ‘“Have the
carriage there to meet me, so that I can start at once
for Guermande.”

“Monseigneur’s directions shall be carefully obeyed.
He will find the carriage waiting for him at the Palais
Bourbon, and I will be with it. Can I pack up any-
thing for monseigneur — any box or casket?”

“No,” replied Law. “Of all my valuables I shall
only take this ring with me. It is worth ten thousand
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crowns. Luckily, I have eight hundred louis d'or
which were brought me this morning by M. Pomier de
Saint-Léger. The money came most opportunely,
for at the time I had not ten pistoles in my posses-
sion.”

“Monseigneur could have had. twenty thousand
louis d’or, if he chose to call for them. Nay, he can
have them yet.”

“I thank you, my good friend. I might have been
compelled to apply to you, if I had not unexpectedly
received this supply from Pomier. It will amply suffice
for my present requirements. And now, Thierry, you
must leave me. I desire to be alone for a time.”

More than an hour elapsed before Law rejoined his
family, but he did not leave them again till it was
time to repair to the Palais Royal. He then tenderly
embraced his wife and daughter, and bade adieu to
Belinda and her husband.
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XI.

The Departure.

THAT night the Opera presented a superb appear-
ance, being filled with an extraordinarily brilliant
assemblage. All the court was there. Law, who
occupied a conspicuous position in the Regent’s box,
was an object of general curiosity, as he had not been
seen in public for some time. His demeanour was
marked by unusual haughtiness, and he glanced around
disdainfully at the assemblage. Both the Regent and
the Duc de Bourbon showed him great attention, and
it was generally thought that he was completely
restored to favour.

After the Opera, he proceeded to the palace of the
Duc de Bourbon, where he found his carriage waiting
for him, with his son and Thierry, and, entering it at
once, he drove to Guermande.

Next morning Thierry returned to Paris, but came
back at night with the information that Lady Catherine
and her daughter had removed to the palace of the
Duc de Bourbon, and that Belinda and her husband
had left Paris for London, taking the two Irishmen
with them.

Thierry also brought word that four of M. Law’s
friends and coadjutors had been arrested and sent to
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the Bastille — namely, M. Bourgeois, treasurer-general
of the Bank; M. du Revest, comptroller of the Bank;
M. Fénelon, dlstnbntor of the notes; and M. Fromaget,
a director.

Alarmed by this intelligence, for he felt sure that
if arrested he was lost, Law became anxious for im-
mediate departure. He was not long detained. That
night the Duc de Bourbon's equerry, M. de Sarrobert,
with three confidential servants, arrived with the
duke’s travelling-carriage. The equerry brought a
purse of gold from the duke, but Law declined it, and
bidding farewell to the faithful Thierry, entered the
carriage with his son. He was attended by the
duke’s servants, but M. de Sarrobert returned to Paris.

No interruption occurred to Law till he reached
Valenciennes, when he was arrested by the intendant
of Maubeuge, who was no other than the son of his
old enemy, D’Argenson. After a long and most
vexatious detention, he was allowed to proceed to
Brussels.

As soon as the arrival of the illustrious fagitive
became known in that city, he was waited upon by
General Wrangel, the governor, by the Marquis Pan-
callier, and many other important personages. A grand
entertainment was given to him by the Marquis de
Prie, and when he visited the theatre a vast concourse
of persons assembled to behold him.

At Brussels, Law was overtaken by the envoy of
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the Czar Ivan Alexiovitz, who presented him with
despatches from his imperial master, praying him to
take the direction of the finances. But this Law
declined, and adhering to his arrangements, proceeded
to Venice, where he was eventually joined by Lady
Catherine and his daughter.

At first, his flight was disbelieved in Paris, but
as soon as the fact was certified, this satrical piece ap-
peared:

La chose ainsi, je monte en ma caléche,
Qa falsons dépéche;
Adieu vos écus!
Messieurs, n'y pensez plus;
Le sort m'étant favorable et propice,
Je les porte en Suisse.
Qui les reverra
Plus fin que moi sera.

Vous que I'on vit aux actions avides,
Les croyant solides,
Toujours en papier
Vouloir réaliser,

8ervez-vous donc de vos billets de banque;
8i 'argent vous manque,
Cherchez le payeur
Pour avoir leur valeur.

Scarcely had the ex-minister quitted France than
his possessions were sequestered by the government,
under the pretext that he owed twenty millions to the
Compagnie des Indes; whereas the contrary was the
fact, the Company being largely indebted to him. But
he could obtain no redress. He addressed several
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letters to the Regent, but without effect. In a letter
which he sent to the Duc de Bourbon, who professed
great anxiety to serve him, occurs this touching appeal:
“Zisop was a model of disinterestedness. Neverthe-
less, the courtiers accused him of having treasures in a
coffer, which he often visited. On examination, an old
dress which he had worn before entering the prince's
service was the only thing found. Had I but pre
served my old dress, I would not change places with
the wealthiest in the kingdom. But I am naked. They
expect me to subsist without goods, and pay my debts
without funds.”

Law'’s System has been variously judged, but its
faults have been more dwelt upon than its merits, and
in the misery occasioned by its downfal, the un-
questionable benefits it conferred have been forgotten.
“In appreciating Law’s theories,” says M. Levasseur,
“it must be borne in mind that he was the first to re-
duce into system Economical ideas. He lighted the way,
and we can now, judging him and his principles with
less passion than his contemporaries judged him, aver
that if he was too absolute in his ideas, and too violent
in his measures, he was at least animated by the
desire to do good, firm in principles which he believed
true, and honest in his conduct. He was useful to the
science of Economy, and would have rendered great
service to commerce if a prudent reserve had kept him
within narrower limits.” ’
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“The conception of Law,” says M.Gambier, in the
“Encyclopédie de Droit,” “in spite of its original errors,
which rendered success impossible, in spite of the blind
temerity and grave mistakes which rendered its fall so
sudden and terrible, nevertheless attests in its author,
in addition to a powerful and inventive genius, a
distinet perception of three of the most fertile,” though
then unknown, sources of the greatness of nations —
Maritime Commerce, Credit, and the Spirit of Associa-
tion.”

Financial measures infinitely more reprehensible
than the System, and liable to be productive of con-
sequences quite as disastrous, are conducted in our own
day on the other side of the Atlantic; and before long
we may see “‘greenbacks” become as worthless as Law’s
discredited Mississippi paper.
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L’ENVOY.

Our biographical romance, for such it may be
termed, properly ends with Law’s flight from Paris,
and disappearance from public life. The rest of his
history may be briefly told, since it was unmarked by
any striking event. His latter days, indeed, offer a
melancholy contrast to the dazzling brilliancy of his
mid-career. He did not survive his disgrace many
years.

‘While at Venice, he met Cardinal Alberoni, the
exiled Spanish minister, and the Chevalier de Saint-
George came from Rome to see him. The three re-
markable personages had a long conference together at
the convent of the Capucines.

From Venice, Law proceeded to Copenhagen, whence
he sailed to England in the flag-ship of Admiral Sir
Jobn Norris, the commander of the Baltic fleet, and
on arriving in London he was presented by the ad-
miral to his Majesty King George I, and very gra-
ciously received by that monarch.

During his sojourn in London, Law fixed his abode
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He died on the 21st of March, 1729, aged fifty-
eight, and was buried at Venice.
His epitaph, written in Paris by a ruined Missis-
gippian, ran thus:
Ci-git cet Ecossa.,ls céldbre,
Ce calculateur sans égal,

Qui, par les rdgles de 'algdbre,
A mis la France & I'hopital.

THE END.
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